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tilr D<»iiifnl« 

[ *Th© ooiispi{3iiotL3 p&rt tbe Frelinglmyseiig i 
]ittV& taken in piibUc aSaira la rtioalled < 
tuiud by tho dealh of the lato Secretary , 
Stat<^ antl extensive comments are made : 
upon it; but among the ohltimry notices ' 
o ifi no reeord of tbe connection of the 
ily with New York. All the narratives , 
ate %o New Jersey only. Yet in the 
ddle of the last contnry there were two or 
le years when the great controversy be- 
en Pominio Frelinghnysen and the ofli- 
eera of the BritiBh garriBon at Albany abont 
til© *'6earltit woman" waa by far tbe moet 
exciting topio in the social and oflloicd cir- , 
plee of thia Province. | 

The good Dominie in question ( "Dominie" 
iug tho habitual title of the Dutch clergy*^ 
,en) was one of those ministers who eon- I 
Tted to be sent from Holland to talna 
iritual eare of the descend ants of the 
at<!h coloniEita even after the Eriii^ih con- j 
^uest^ and wiis among the earliest of bia I 
me on thia side of the Atluntio. He is 
scribed by a contemporary as *'not con- 
Hated with the qnietude" that dia- 
ingtilshod Mb predeceasorB, and wheiii 
British regiment ''came to town/' 
out 1753 or 1756^ and the officers cn-^ 
loed some faahi enable young people ■ 
attend ''amatetir thoatricalH" he preached 
tt them and pray<jd for them with n Tigor ' 
^hich coiivulaed the place find **waa tUeJ 
iccasion of family disagreements, a thing' 
brmcrij scarce known" in Ai' cadi an Albany, 
'or lack of feminine perform era some! 
beardless ensign b and lieutenants had taken I 
omenta parts, and their "female habits'^ ' 
lid "painted faces" were themes for the; 



The?Iay wii -mSBTm tHSm^MinB w^ 
fttto&dedi of couMe. It wm. tbe *• Beaoz Stn- 
lagem/' no very faTorable tpeoimen of the dell- 
OMy or morality of the Br ittih Thealra. Much 
of^itf wit was, of course, InooaipreheDtible to 
the aadienee, yet they *• laaghed oonsumedly." 
"They Uoghed," said Mrs. Grant, *• yery 
heartUy at seefsg gay young ensigns, whom. 
they had been ased to dance with, flirtiii|[ fans, 
diflplajiag great hoops, and with painted 
cheeks and colored eyebrows, saUing about in 
female habUimentsi and this was not only an 
excellent Jest, bat lasted a long while, foreyei:}' 
time they looked at them, when restored to 
their own habits, they Unghed anew at the 
lecoUection of their late maeqaerade." 

So the play was a Aiocess, and the Aeontit- 
ing Officer was given out for another time. 

Then arose Dominie rrelinghuysen, tC wy 

Boanerges, end thundered anathemas upon the 

offenders, iaToktog heaydn and earth to wKness 

and ayenge this contempt of his authority fiknd 

, the older citizens slid Amen! 

It was said that the ** officers, famQiar with rfrKjTltef tY 

eyHTj disguise and eyerj yice, had not only ^0^ * 
u; spent a whole night in telling lies in a counter* 

feited place, the reality of which neyer existed, 

but that thay were th^mselyes a lie, and had 

degraded manhood, and broken through. an 

express prohibition hi^ Scripture, by assuminc , 

female habits; that they not only told lies but 

cursed ud swore the whole night, and assumed 

the characters of knaves, fools and robbers, 

which every good and wise man held in detee* 

tatlon, and no one ^ould put on unless thej 

felt themselves easy in them." Painting their 

fftces, of all other things, seemed most to vio- 
late Albanian i^sasof decoriflki, and was looked 
upon as a most flagrant abomination. 

But still the dissipation went on, apd still thoi 
Pominie thundered, tlU at last it happened that 
early one Mooday mornleg some unknown per* 
son left at the door of the simple hearted min- 
ister, a stick, a pak of shoes, a crust of bread, 
ftod a dollar. 

The worthy paster was at a loss to under* 
afeand the meaning of these emblems) but som^ 
kind iVIend was soon found to tell him that they 
eignifled a desire for his* departure. 
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««id to iiaye ''mapired the parents 

e local transgreasors Twith auch abhor- ^ 

neo** cf tlie miadeeda of their cbildren \ 

at, i\B the joOBg geDeration was ohdurnte '-■ 

" perHisted io going to the playa, Albany ^ 

iocieiy ciimeprettj near tiunbling to pieces* J 

At last, OIL a Monday murning, utiei one j 

0* the Domini 6*s li^rid sermons, "a elub^ a 

pair of old shoes, a crUBt of black bread and a 

ollar" TV e 1-0 left ill his doorway, and on his ' 

%sking ^hat they meant they irero inter- 
preted to him as suggeBting that he had ' 

I better go awayi that *'the Btiok waa to pnsh i 
him off J the shoea wer^ to wear on the road, I 
and the bread and money -were a provision for] 
|ha journey/' It TFa« in vain that * 'Colonel ] 
Schuyler and Madame," who were the aocial ^ 
leaders, strove to soothe the good Dominie, i 

I ?'The joint efEorta of the moat respectable 
inhabitants could not prevent Lis heart 
feom being corrodtid with the sense of 
imagined iiiikindness/' He brooded on th© 

'affront tiU one day he suddenly took passage } 

, tou a Dutoh ship for HoUund. His parish 
:1raited for him to come back and rosume 
feombat with the * 'scarlet woman" and left 
ihe pi^lpit unfilled* Mentha rait into 
years and still he did not come. Oom- 
innnication with Holland was infrequentj 
hnt at last it was learned that he droppisd 
C^ver the ship's rail into mid-otean, and it 

' never was clear whether by accid*jut or with 
intention of suicide. The contemporary 
jErom whose letters we hare qimted records 
ih© revulsion of feeling which then octsuned 
■ia Albany, and its efleot upon amateur 
'theatricals, aa foUo^i'S r— 

[ TliQ tldA df oplnlou flUtiroly turDoa ADd rauderfld 
ihi] thlnicliitf &« vftn AH cue vlolefLl pavty mora 
mYt'^flfl (a thum tbMi.u ever. Hud tb& AlUnniauB Waa 
\Qhl<adUoa lliey prob*bly waqlii iiavfl eatiooLzud Doin- 
lui* JTrLiliiii^Luyauo, wlioui they coualdL-rtid a . 
martyr to levity au4 iiuioYBtiou. T3i& afftfCtion 
, tbatvTji;9 eDtortalneili for Hi a mouiury induceU peupU 
to Usten to tbe naqat romit.iitliJ HtoriiCiN. oj* liln bulujj 
landod on An Ulaud iviid hMoanio a lioriutt, of takuii 
liu itiiD a uiiLp wUau liu^vtluj/i ea tbc) i^eii nmX earned 
tlijto nojaa r^mol^ oouuiityt from wbleb Un wae. bx- 

■ ,beeted tci retur a f rupybL wUb eitperlence Kad fBiltb^ 
if rniDumtiflr boiii& of my o^rliaiit revapiiaH tQ bave 
'b&ea ocq.iip]^d by lb<} mjitoilauft dUappa«.iaiio& e£ 
|i|hl» 111 fMfid paitor. 
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PEEFACE. 

It seems right to say that this story is in some 
degree the record of actual circumstances, and that 
the Dominie is a real character, not a fictitious one. 
A good many particulars about him, and about the 
doings at Albany after the arrival of the English 
regiment, may be found in an interesting old book, 
now perhaps seldom read, "Memoirs of an American 
Lady," by Mrs. Grant, of Laggan. The American 
lady is the Aunt Schnyler of these pages, and in 
describing both her and the Dominie, Mrs. Grant's 
account of them has been borne in mind, and the 
attempt has been simply to portray them as they 
were, neither exaggerating the large-heartedness of 
the one nor the narrow-minded but disinterested zeal 
of the other. The originality of the Dominie's 
character, and the fresh, primitive state of society 
existing among the Dutch settlers at Albany, have 
had a fascination for the author, and however im- 
perfectly they are represented here it is hoped they 
may not be altogether without charm for the reader. 
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DOMINIE FREYLINGHiUSEN/ 

CHAPTER I. 

Pacing up and down a little grass-plot at the back of a 
quaint house in Albany (U.S.) one afternoon more than 
a hundred years ago, was a young girl, whose real age was 
barely sixteen years, but whose fair, large, well-developed 
beauty gave her the appearance of being at least twelve 
months older. She was a native ' of the state of New 
York ; but, belonging to a Dutch colony which adhered 
faithfully to the traditions it had brought with it from 
Holland, her dress was that of a 'Dutchwoman of the 
period ; and the plain stuff bodice and kirtle, striped 
petticoat, and black ribbon passed through the flaxen 
hair, seemed almost too prim and sombre apparel to har- 
monize with the rich character of her loveliness. She had 
a book in her hand, and was learning something by heart 
— studying it with childish intentness, and now and then 

^ Mrs. Grant's spelling has been followed with regard to this 
name, but probably it would be more correct if spelt **Freling- 
hiiysen." 
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repeating the words aloud, as if hoping so to impress them 
more distinctly on her memory. 

Presently she sat down in a stiff green arbour, which 
was placed with its back to the house, looking over a strip 
of very unpicturesque vegetable beds towards the broad 
waters of the Hudson, which swept along at the end of 
the garden ; and then for a moment her hold on the book 
relaxed, and her mind wandered off- into reverie. 

" Your lessons grow harder and harder, Dominie ! " she 
said mentally ; " and my time for learning seems to grow 
less and less. Mother will be wanting me for the cake- 
making soon, but I must get this perfect first. It will 
never do to miss another class day, nor to go to the class 
>vith my lesson half learnt. How angry you were with 
Anna Gerritse, when she had not that table of references 
perfect ! " 

She leant her head back against the green wall of the 
arbour, and her lips unclosed in a smile — such a happy 
smile ! assuredly not because Anna Gerritse had been 
scolded, but because on the same occasion somebody else 
had been praised, or rather .tacitly approved of, after the 
fashion of the stem, reserved Dominie, from whom actual 
words of praise came but rarely. 

It was a great surprise, when her eyes came down from 
their happy musings, to see standing before her the very 
person whom she had been so lately apostrophizing. He 
had come across the grass at the back of the arbour, un- 
seen therefore by her, and now appeared suddenly at the 
entrance, its arched opening framing him round as in a 
picture, but scarcely leaving sufficient margin at the top 
to give full effect to the striking, almost colossal figure, so 
full of dignity and grandeur that it seemed to need the 
worthier setting of some lofty Gothic doorway. 

He was of middle age, with regular features, a powerful 



brow, and a face altogether far more noble and intellectual 
than the ordinary Dutch type ; his expression was very 
fine-^steroly thoughtful, yet tempered by benevolence, 
and with a certain visionary outlook in the eyes which 
often made his simple congregation wonder of what their 
pastor could be thinking. It was not a calm face, how- 
ever — only one that struggled after calmness ; and though 
he spoke slowly and distinctly, with deliberation and de- 
cision, it was not a calm voice either, but one subdued by 
a strong will into this mechanical composure. Self-mastery 
seemed his prevailing characteristic; he looked like one 
who was always doing battle with himself and always 
conquering, and who would have small mercy on those 
who were either too indolent to attempt such an encounter, 
or too weak to come off victorious. 

" What ! giving way to idleness, Child 1 " he said ; " with 
your book in your lap, and your mouth open, and your 
eyes I know not where. I shall not have a perfect lesson 
to-day, I see." 

At the sound of his voice she started up, curtseying in 
confusion. " Indeed, I believe I know it fairly well, Sir," 
she said, blushing ; ** but I did not expect it to be heard 
till next class-day." 

"No 1 I thought, as I was coming here to speak with 
your mother, I would hear this, and set you another lesson 
for next time — the same that your companions have ; but 
I fear you have little zeal for learning." 

Her blue eyes ranged along the garden beds as if seek- 
ing an excuse, and then came timidly back to his face. 
" I have so much to do. Dominie," she said. 

" So much, that in the golden hours of the day you can 
sit idle here, with your thoughts 1 know not where," he 
replied sarcastically. • 

Ah ! if he had but seen her diligence as she walked to 

B 2 



4 Jomhue Jfngling^attsjen. 

and fro, conning her lesson ! thought she ; but she only 
said, " Will you sit down, Dominie, and let me try to 
say it 1 " 

He sat down, and took the bookr^a sort of lengthy 
catechism, with illustrative quotations from standard Dutch 
divines ; and she stood in front of him, repeating her task 
in a cadence too monotonous and measured for the mind 
to have had full share in the performance, but still with 
almost perfect accuracy as far as the words went. 

As she stood there, just outside the arbour, in the full 
light of day, so exceeding fair, so unconscious of her fair- 
ness, the Dominie must have been blind indeed if he had 
not noted into what a beautiful woman this child of his 
teaching was ripening. He did note it, but with a cer- 
tain regret, springing from a source of which she knew 
nothing. 

"Fairly well learnt," he remarked, when she had finished ; 
" but I wish you had given your mind more to the repeti- 
tion. What have you been thinking of all this time ? " 

She played with her apron-string, and made no answer. 

" Tell me," he added authoritatively. 

For a moment she averted her face shyly, but a reaction 
of courage followed ; with a smile that was quite brilliant 
in the bravery of its innocence, her blue eyes glanced up 
at him with the honest answer, " I was wondering if you 
would be pleased with me, and would see that I need not 
be chidden for idleness." 

"Child, you live too much for praise," he said, with 
rather melancholy gravity. 

" But it is just what I do not get, Dominie," she answered 
quaintly and demurely. 

He smiled in spite of himself for an instant, but re- 
joined very gravely, "Better if you do not; what can 
man's praise do for us, but lift us up and feed our self- 



conceit 1 He who toils for man's * well done,' will never 
attain to GocFs" His voice dropped low in the last sen- 
tence, as if he were speaking to himself almost more than 
to her ; and for a few seconds he seemed lost in thought. 
Then he roused himself, and said drily, " You will do well 
to get hy heart the contents of the next two pages — see, 
from here to here," — indicating the place with his finger. 

She came to his side, and stooped down to look at the 
book, her fresh peach-like cheek quite close to him, the 
sun glinting on her long dark eyelashes and making them 
as radiant as her hair. It was as if a bright sun-ray had 
come between him and the printed lines : he was dazzled 
just for a moment ; then he remembered that this beautiful 
creature was no pagan goddess to inspire a mistaken wor- 
ship, she was just " one of the flock," one of his own young 
people, to be instructed, warned, comforted, or lectured, 
Just as seemed to him best. 

" Assuredly she is very beautifal I " he said to himself ; 
" but better for her, perhaps, if she were not" 

" My child," he said aloud, " you have heard, no doubt, 
that the orderly peacefulness of our town is to be broken 
to-day by the arrival of an English regiment It need, 
I trust, make no material difference in our quiet lives ; but 
there will be the more need that we should all walk 
steadily in the good ways which strangers in their folly 
are apt to sneer at, and that the maidens of the flock in 
particular should keep the veil of a perfect modesty and 
discretion around themselves and their comings and 
goings, so as to give no sort of occasion for them to be 
lightly spoken of." 

" The soldiers will make the town look gay," she said 
musingly, with innocent lack of comprehension of the 
Dominie's exordium. 

'' A small beneflt that ! " he rejoined scornfully. *^ 1 
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trust I shall not see our lads and lasses gaping after 
them, as I have seen in other places before now. You, 
in particular, Franzje — since I must speak plainly, it 
seems — I would wish you not to go abroad for the future, 
save under your father's or mother's protection ; it will 
not be fitting for you to walk alone." 

" I may go to Cornelia's, may I not 1 " she asked, her 
eyes dilating with the utmost wonder and dismay. 

" Not unless accompanied by one of your parents, or at 
any rate by one of your brothers — the elder ones, Evert 
or Jan." 

" Then I shall scarcely ever go at all," she said sorrow- 
fully ; ' for my father and mother have too much to do to 
go visiting often, and in this fine weather the boys are off 
to the woods all day long." 

" I cannot help it ; the adjutant of this regiment is to 
.be billeted on the Bankers, and it will not be well for you 
to go in and out there, as you have done hitherto." 

*' Cornelia will think I do not care for her ; she is always 
vexed if I stay away a single day," she said in a low voice. 

" Cornelia will find consolations," he replied, with rather 
sarcastic emphasis ; then, more gently, he added, " I have 
good reasons for giving you this prohibition; you may 
trust me, Franzje." 

" Oh, I do !" she said readily, with such dutiful reliance 
as was particularly welcome to him at that moment ; and 
though the sweet serenity of her face was still a little 
troubled, she made no further objection, but followed him 
into the house — for he had risen to go while she was 
speaking — ^without another word. 

He had not particularly desired her attendance, for he 
had wished to say a few private words to her mother, a 
hard-featured yet not uncomely dame, whom they found in 
the handsome wainscoted parlour, turning out the con- 



tents of an oaken press "which stood at one comer of the 
fire-place. There was no need, however, of scheming to 
secure a tHect tete ; neither the Dutch pastor nor the esti- 
mable matron had the least idea of treating the beautiful 
young lady whom they both addressed as " Child," with 
any degree of ceremony. 

" I was wishing to say a few words to you, Madame 
Eyckman," began the pastor at once. 

"To be sure, Dominie. — Dear child, go up to your 
room, and put your drawers to rights. I have been look- 
ing at them, and they are not quite in such fair order as 
should be." 

Franzje, thus dismissed, went straight to her room as 
bidden, and without pausing to take that look in the 
glass which is supposed to be the primary business of 
every pretty girl on entering her bed- chamber, advanced 
to the tall chest-of-drawers which stood between the 
windows, and addressed herself to the task of re- 
arranging its contents. 

It was rather a gravely pleasant place — this room of 
hers — scrupulously clean, primly in order, with the chairs 
in rows against the wall, and the carved wood-work of 
the old four-poster shining with extremest polish, and 
the Dutch-tiled fire-place, on which was represented the 
story of Tobit, as white and bright as could be, and the 
carpetless floor looking redolent of bees' wax and fre- 
quent rubbings. 

There was nothing straggling or out of place, but a 
rich spray of some creeping plant, which had made bold 
to look in at the open window, and even to stretch itself 
across the sill with a sort of defiant grace ; and there was 
nothing to suggest the idea that the occupant of the room 
was young and light-hearted, till Franzje pulled open ec 
drawer in which was a motley collection of coloured 
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"breast-knots, embroidered aprons, quaint high combs, 
queer-shaped pincushions, half-finished knitting, and scraps 
of ribbon— all the little belongings which girls love to 
accumulate, and which are apt to get into dire confusion 
from a few vigorous routings of the young fingers when 
in eager search of some lost article. 

There was a certain "order in disorder" observable 
even here, however ; there was nothing sordid or slovenly 
in the possessions thus exposed to view — nothing which 
was out of harmony with the fresh, bright, whole- 
some look of the owner. The Eyckmans were thriving 
people, and Franzje was one of the best-dressed, neatest, 
most refined, of the maidens of the little colony, and was 
thought to have the best dowry. She had a number of 
brothers, certainly — one older, five younger: but Baas^ 
Byckman, as his dependants called him, had made a good 
deal of money in his earlier days by trading with the 
Indians, and had also inherited some property from his 
father, one of the original band of colonists who had 
settled in Albany in the previous century ; so that he 
would be able to put his sons out into the world, and yet 
to portion his daughter comfortably too. Her mother 
was already beginning to get together a store of household 
linen for her ; and it was considered quite a settled thing 
that she should marry in a few years' time, though at 
present she was a child, whose duty was to think of home 
tasks, and not of suitors. The education she had received 
had been rather of a desultory description, but compared 
with most of her companions of her own sex she was a 
marvel of intellectual prowess ; for few of them could do 
more than just read and write, or had a notion of any 
language except Dutch and English, both of which they 
learned almost insensibly as soon as they could speak. 

^ A Dutch term, signifying master. 



Franzje had had the advantage of stray lessons from the 
two most accomplished people in Albany, namely, the 
Dominie — who was not a native of America, but had 
come from Holland, and from a brilliant university career, 
to take the charge of this expatriated flock — and Madame 
Schuyler, a clever, cultivated, elderly woman, the wife of 
a Colonel Schuyler, who lived at the " Flats, '* a country 
place a mile or two from the town ; and with their help 
she had acquired some knowledge of history and geo- 
graphy and French, and some acquaintance with general 
literature. In theology she was perhaps better versed 
than most girls of her age in our own day ; but it must 
be confessed that it was more for the sake of pleasing the 
Dominie than for any innate preference for the study, 
that she plodded so diligently through the laborious com- 
mentaries of Dutch divines with which he abundantly 
supplied her, and took such pains in preparing for the 
weekly catechisings, which she still was considered young 
enough to attend. !Not that she was an irreligious girl — 
far from it ; but the hard dogmatic teaching which she 
received from books, side by side with the tender, prac- 
tical teaching of simple home life, seemed to her some- 
thing inseparably distinct : it was like the difference 
between a science and a handicraft j and she had not yet 
learned to see that the latter might be founded on the 
former, that ** theology " was in any way to help her in 
loving God, and being dutiful to her parents, and patient 
with her younger brothers, and reverential towards the 
Dominie. 

Baas Eyckman was one of the elders of the Dutch 
church, and being a thoroughly good man, and somewhat 
better educated than most of his colleagues, had been 
singled out for special friendship by the pastor, who was 
on more intimate terms with him and his family than with 
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almost any other people in the place except the Schuylers. 
Franzje and Evert Eyckman, an orphan lad hy name 
Killian Earentse, and two or three young Schuylers and 
Cuylers, nephews and nieces of the worthy owners of the 
" Flats/* were supposed to be the Dominie's special favour- 
ites among the younger members of his congregation ; and 
though he would totally have disclaimed the charge of 
favouritism, it was certainly on them that he had placed 
his brightest hopes, and to them that he looked to give a 
tone to the others. 

Perhaps the privilege — like most privileges — was not 
quite without its drawbacks : Eranzje, as she sorted her 
laces and ribbons, wondered to herself whether the Do- 
minie had cut short all the other girls* independent pro- 
menades in the same way as hers ; and having a shrewd 
suspicion that he had not, could not quite bring herself 
to be grateful for his special care of her. It was all 
right, of course; **the Dominie had said it," and so it 
must be ; but it was something new and inexplicable to 
the simple-minded, unconscious girl, and she was just a 
little inclined to be dolorous over it. 

" Franzje ! " called a boy's voice from the stairs, " the 
soldiers are coming ! I saw them in the far distance as 
I stood on the roof just now, and I can hear the band. 
Look out of your window." 

The dismal train of her thoughts was interrupted ; she 
ran to the window, and, leaning forward, could just catch 
the distant strains of military music. Gradually it drew 
nearer and nearer, and became mingled with the steady 
tramp of advancing feet ; and as the regiment came in 
sight, other heads began to appear at other windows ; 
but still the one charming flaxen head, the one rich, 
radiant face all aglow with this new excitement, that 
peeped out from the bower of twining creepers, was the 



loveliest of any, the most attractive sight for the soldiers 
marching in — at least for those of them that had any 
taste. 

Most of the oflBcers were on foot, like the men ; but the 
colonel and the adjutant were mounted, and of course had 
a better view in consequence, though the curvetting of 
their impatient steeds somewhat hindered their attention. 
As they passed the Eyckmans' house, the adjutant — a 
young and handsome man — looked up; and evidently 
something that he saw there fascinated him, for he 
checked his horse a little, and his dark face wore its 
most gallant smile. 

At this moment the Dominie, who had finished his con- 
versation, issued from the doorway, and seeing the direc- 
tion of the officer's gaze, he too looked up, turning round to 
do so. Instantly Franzje drew in her head, her fair open 
countenance — in which there had been no trace of self- 
consciousness before, only eager childish delight and curi- 
osity — growing crimson all at once with a burning, painful 
blush ; for was not this the " gaping after the soldiers " 
which the Dominie had so sternly deprecated 1 

Yet in that brief moment, the picture that the two men 
saw had stamped itself in their memory ; the picture that 
she saw, in hers. Often, very often afterwards, as she 
stood musing at that window, would she seem to see 
again the slight, graceful, and yet haughty figure of the 
officer on horseback — the vivid scarlet and gold of his 
uniform, the handsome, brilliant, aristocratic face under 
the jaunty little cocked hat; and then from the porch 
below, there would seem to issue, hat in hand, the tall, 
massive, gloomy form of the pastor ; and she would see 
the sunlight falling on his gray uncovered head, and feel 
once more the grave reproach in his deep thoughtful eyes, 
which had driven her into the shadow of her room, away 
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from the soldiers and the music and the bright outside 
world — from all which had so pleasantly absorbed ber 
but a minute before. 

She could not forget the young English officer — ^his 
proud, graceful bearing, his smiling glance at her ; and yet 
she had rather a grudge against him, and all his men, for 
having been the unconscious means of depriving her of 
her independence, and more especially of her constant 
visits to her friend Cornelia. 

" It's very tiresome of them to come here," she said to 
herself, thinking of the soldiers, before she went to sleep 
that night ; " but they didn't look as if they would be 
rude, and it seems hard that I may not go to Madame 
Banker's because of them. I think it was rather crabbed 

of the Dominie " Then she stopped herselfl " Oh ! 

what am I saying 1 If I were good I should never even 
think disrespect. He knows best ; \he told me to trust 
bim ; so I ought, so I will ! " 

Her sweet lips parted in oh such a smile! the little 
rosy mouth fixed, as it were, for a moment in a dimpled 
trance, the tender filial light growing and growing in the 
large starry eyes. Certainly, if Dominie Freylinghausen 
were the autocrat of the little community, this was one of 
the most confiding and most loyal of his subjects. 



\ 



CHAPTEE II. 

gilbaitg. 

The first hours of the summer evening were usually the 
pleasantest time in Albany : it was the custom then for 
jnost of tbe citizens to sit outside their doors in sociable 
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groups, T^hile young men, old bachelors, and visitors to 
the town sauntered up and down, and joined first one 
party and then another, as choice or courtesy dictated. 

The principal street ran along parallel with the river, 
to which the gardens at the back of the houses stretched 
away; and from a small steep hill, crowned by a fort, 
which rose above the centre of the town, another street, 
broader but less long, sloped down, and joined the first. 
In this shorter street were the market-place, the guard- 
house, the town-hall, and the Euglish and Dutch churches ; 
but the dwellings of the citizens were mostly in the longer 
one; and very comfortable, home- like places thoy were, 
each with its open portico, over which some stately tree 
threw a pleasant shade. The trees had been planted in 
the early days of the settlement, and were of various 
kinds and growths — some quite majestic in their spread- 
ing grandeur, others less remarkable, but all combining 
to give a pleasant countrified air to the place. 

So the English adjutant thought, as he strolled down 
the street on the evening of the day after his arrival in 
Albany, accompanied by the son of the rich contractor on 
whom he had been quartered : but he scanned the groups 
under the porticos witb a critical, half-disdainful eye, 
making comments almost unintelligible to the homely 
youth at his side, and not even condescending to pause 
for more than a minute before what this latter individual 
considered the most attractive party of all. 

It was a group of young men and maidens, laughing, 
talking, and singing with a simple, easy familiarity, which 
never degenerated into rudeness. Some of the girls had 
fair, comely faces and pleasant voices, though neither their 
figure nor their attire was remarkable for elegance ; but 
the young officer included them all in one lofty, super- 
cilious stare, and then with the remark, " Eustic, very 
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rustic/' sauntered on, careless of the feelings of the lad, 
vho was longing to have a share in the merriment. 

" We might as well have stopped and spoken to them," 
grumbled he. '^ I know them all : they belong to my 
Company." 

Mr. Vyvian opened his fine dark eyes in amazement. 
** Pardon me, I scarcely understand your use of that regi- 
mental term- May I ask you to explain it^ my young 
friend 1" 

" I am called Cornelius," said the boy stoutly, not relish- 
ing apparently the linesman's patronizing epithet j "and I 
thought everyone knew about the Companies. There are 
numbers in the town, of one age and aiiother : each con- 
tains an equal number of boys and girls — in some they 
are all children, but in mine they are all nearly grown up, 
of course. We meet at each other's houses ; and once a 
year we all go to the hills to gather berries ; and my Com- 
pany always gathers more than any of the others. We 
always choose our friends out of our own Company, and 
generally marry in the Company too. I have settled 
whom to marry when I come back from my trading 
voyage." 

" You ! " said Mr. Vyvian, looking down at the stripling 
with not altogether unkindly surprise. " Why, it would 
be time enough to talk of matrimony when you come to 
my age." 

"We marry early in Albany," said the lad phlegmatically. 
" I expect my sister will be married as soon as Jansen 
Bleeker comes back from his voyage." 

" Is he a sailor 1 " asked the adjutant, carelessly. 

" Oh no : he has gone on a trading voyage towards the 
frontier of Canada. He has got lots of guns and powder 
and beads and blankets, in his canoe, and he will exchange 
them with the Indians for furs and so on ; then of course 



he will sell those to advantage, and if he makes enough 
by the affair, he will set up housekeeping when he comes 
back." 

"You seem to manage matters easily here," said Mr. 
Vy vian, laughing. " In the old country marriage is quite 
an affair of state. "We have nothing like your Companies 
either. Are they old institutions among you 1 " 

" I don't know," said Cornelius. " I only know I have 
belonged to a Company ever since I can remember, and 
that my younger brothers belong to another. There are 
better Heads to my Company than to any other in the 
place." 

« Heads ! '' 

" Yes ; we always choose out a boy and girl to be our 
heads — our leaders, as it were. Killian Barentse is one, 
but he is quite grown up, and won't be here much longer ; 
and Franzje Eyckman is the other. She " 

" Excuse m^," said the polished soldier, interrupting, 
"but whose house are we opposite now? That group 
would make a picture.. I wish I had an artist on the spot." 

They were standing opposite the house from whose 
windows had dawned upon him such a radiant vision on 
his entrance into the town. On the benches under the 
large porch now sat the father and mother, and one of the 
elder sons ; while in the comer was a very old man of 
picturesque and venerable aspect, clad in a sombre suit of 
almost monastic cut. On the steps the children of the 
femily were at play with two or three little negroes about 
their own age. And standing with her back to the 
lookers-on, apparently soothing some little one that had 
fallen down and hurt itself, was a young girl of noble 
figure, and with an abundance of shining flaxen hair. 

" Can you tell me who these people are 1 " continued the 
young man, eagerly. 
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*' Of course ; they are the Ejckmans. That is Franzje 
standing with her back to us. I was just going to tell 
you so when you interrupted me." 

'* Do you know her ? " 

" Why, of course I do," said the young Albanian, exas- 
perated by what he thought the Englishman's obtuseness. 
" Didn't I tell you she was the Head of my Company 1 
Shall we go and speak to them 1 Not that we shall have 
half the fun here that we should have had at the Wal- 
drons, where you wouldn't stop." 

" Let us speak to them, by all means," said the officer, 
crossing the street as he spoke. " You must introduce me." 

Cornelius Banker had very primitive notions of an 
introduction. " Good evening, Franzje ! " he said, as they 
came up to her. " This is Lieutenant Yyvian : he is 
billeted at our house, you know." 

Franzje turned round, still holding the frightened child 
by one hand, and greeted Mr. Vyvian with a curtsey 
which was a little too stiff for grace. Her father and 
mother then came forward, and received him with kindly 
dignity, but not in the cordial easy, manner with which 
they would have welcomed one of their own townsmen. 
" Will you be seated ? " they said courteously, yet not as if 
very anxious to detain him. — "And you, Cornelius, are 
you come to tell us when the berry-picking is to be ? " 

" I should think about the week after next. — Shall we 
stay, Sir ] " 

And as the young officer seemed nothing loth, they 
went up the steps, — the children huddling together out of 
the way, — and seated themselves on the bench beside 
Madame Eyckman. The old man in the corner bowed 
slightly, but did not rise or speak; and Mr. Yyvian 
hastily set him down as imbecile, though there was no 
trace of such an infirmity in his grave sensible face. 
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Franzje sat down, with her little brother on her knee, 
but evidently did not take the compliment of the stran- 
ger's visit to herself. He was quite content to look at her 
merely; she was so like a lovely Madonna, as she bent 
over the child, and cherished its small tear-stained face 
between her fair plump hands. 

" What do you think of the prospects of the war, sir 1 " 
asked M. Eyckman, alluding not to the war of Independ- 
ence, which had not yet begun, but to the struggle be- 
tween the French and the English, and their respective 
allies among the natives and settlers, for the possession 
of Canada and the neighbouring States. 

" I am very hopeful Loudun, our new general, is a 
first-rate soldier — more than a match for Montcalm, I 
believe." 

" So people say. When do you expect to be called to 
the front?" 

The young officer shrugged his shoulders. " Impossible 
to tell. For the present we seem destined to be the guests 
of your hospitable town, sir. I hope our presence here 
imparts a feeling of additional security to the ladies. 
The Indians would find my men pretty tough customers, 
I can tell them." 

" The only Indians that come here are the Mohawks, 
and they are our very good friends," said Evert Eyckman, 
with a smile. 

" I thought I saw one hanging about the town this 
afternoon ; but he was dressed in good broadcloth, and 
looked almost like a gentleman." 

"Then he was not a Mohawk — I mean a Mohawk 
would not have appeared in broadcloth. You must mean 
Killian Barentse, I should think : some people think him 
like an Indian." And Evert exchanged looks with his 
sister. 
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*' He ifl handsomer tlian any Indian I have ever seen," 
said she, in her gentle voice : " and so is Cortlandt Cuyler, 
who is generally thought like an Indian too." 

" Well, I suppose it must have been one or the other. 
The Cuylers are some of the principal people here, are 
they not?" 

" Yes, M. Cuyler is our mayor ; and there is no one 
more thought of than they," said Madame Ryckman, 
" except perhaps the Schuylers, and our Patroon and his 
family, the Renselaers. The Philipses and the Cort- 
landts are indeed very much respected ; but we do not 
see much of them in Albany, their lands lie half way 
down the river, towards New York." 

" Where do the Schuylers live ? I have heard of them 
before. Colonel Schuyler has extraordinary influence 
among the Indians, has he not t " 

" He has indeed, and so had his father before him." M. 
Eyckman answered this time. " He is a wonderful man ; 
and his wife. Aunt Schuyler, as we call her, is a wonder- 
ful woman. They live at the Flats, a country place about 
two miles from here ; but they are at New York at 
present." 

" That is a pity : I was counting on them for society. 
They are above the usual run of people here, are they 
not?" 

" They are both very highly educated," was the answer, 
somewhat stiffly given ; '* though perhaps not so learned 
as our pastor, M. Freylinghausen." 

• " And, my father, you should say how delightful Aunt 
Schuyler is," said Franzje, looking up brightly : " there is 
nobody like her." 

''Such a testimony from you makes me indeed regret 
her absence at this time," said Mr. Vyvian gallantly. 

Her great blue eyes were lifted and lowered again in 
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silence. She looked as if she did not quite comprehend 
him. 

" The Schuylers are very hospitable to the military," 
said Evert. 

" Hospitality is one of the Albanian virtues, I am sure," 
rejoined the Englishman, with an agreeable smile. 

" I don't know," said M. Eyckman honestly : " we are 
very sociable among ourselves, but I am not sure that we 
take to strangers much — it depends on how we find them. 
The Eoyal American Company, who are quartered in the 
fort, are quiet decent people, and have become respected 
among us." 

There was a certain awkwardness in this speech, which 
all felt, except the silent old man, who seemed in a state 
of abstraction. Just at this moment, however, Mr. 
Vyvian's attention was diverted by a sound of tinkling 
bells, and there came in sight a large herd of cows, 
pacing soberly along, apparently without any driver to 
direct their movements. As they passed the Eyckmans* 
door, two among them, fine gentle-looking creatures, de- 
tached themselves from the herd, and came and stood 
quietly under the large tree close to the porch. 

And then — oh, the laughing and chattering and scud- 
ding about that began among the children, both white and 
black. " ^ow I can have my supper ! " " Oh, I hope 
they'll give plenty of milk to-night ! " " Call Deborah to 
milk them ! " ** Let's run and fetch some vegetables for 
my dear dear brown cow !" 

Such were the shouts and exclamations ; and in another 
minute two tall negresses, with milking-pails, came out of 
the house, and proceeded to their task, surrounded, 
watched, and pestered by the crew of lively children. 

Very much the same scene was soon repeated at the , 
doors of other houses all dov^n the street ; and the fasti- 

c 2 
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dious soldier looked on, half amused, half contemptuous, 
but could not find it in his heart to decline the goblet of 
fresh frothing milk, which Franzje presently tendered to 
him. 

Dishes of crisp brown cakes were soon after handed 
round ; and the children sat down on the steps again to 
eat their homely supper, talking merrily between each 
mouthful. 

It was a little bit of Arcadia ; but it would not have 
had much charm for Russell Vyvian but for the presiding 
nymph. She was one of those people who adorn common 
life, but never seem to belong to it ; her grand noble 
style of beauty, all the more remarkable from her extreme 
youth, associated her involuntarily in his mind with some 
of the heroines of history — the queens regnant of Euro- 
pean salons : when she spoke, the fresh young tones, the 
childish unstudied sentiments, almost startled him. 

Cornelius Banker had a high respect for her as being 
one of the Heads of his Company, and, in fact, respect was 
exactly the feeling which the whole Ryckman family in- 
spired ; but he was not on such easy terms with her as 
with some of the other damsels of the place ; and as the 
hour drew nigh for the substantial supper, of which all 
who were beyond childhood in Albany were accustomed 
to partaike, he threw out strong hints that it was time for 
his guest and himself to be returning home. 

The Englishman rose reluctantly, shook hands all round, 
except with the grey-beard, whose quiet bow was repel- 
ling; and they turned homewards, accompanied part of 
tlie way by Evert Ryckman, a tall, bright-faced youth, 
whom Mr. Vyvian secretly much preferred to his young 
friend Cornelius. 

As soon as Evert had left them, he began to put the 
said young friend through a sort of catechism. 



'^ How old is Mademoiselle Eyckman 1 " 
" Franzje 1 Oh, about sixteen. Isn't she big 1 " 
The young officer drew back in half real half simulated 
horror. " Big ! Is that the way you describe her ] She 
is tall, grand, magnificent ; but I should never think of 
calling her big." 

" Oh, but she is big, though 1 She's bigger than any 
girl in the Company; and she doesn't look well beside 
any of us but Kiilian Barentse. He's big too." 

** What, the young Indian 1 Yes, he's a fine tall fellow. 
I suppose those two always dance together ? " 

" Dance ! " said Cornelius, making his eyes very round. 
" Yes ; why not 1 Don't you ever have balls and par- 
ties]" 

*' We have parties ; but we don't dance. I never heard 
of such a thing." 

" Never heard of dancing ? " 

" No — oh yes, though, there's something in the Bible 
about it, isn't there 1 David danced before the Ark, didn't 
he ? The Dominie says that was in a sort of sacred rap- 
ture." 

** So you are all waiting to dance till you feel yourselves 
similarly inspired, eh ) " sneered the young man contemp- 
tuously. 

** I don't know what you mean," said the blunt Cor- 
nelius. 

*' Get the Dominie to explain it," laughed Mr. Vyvian. 
" I suppose it was he that I saw coming out of the Ryck- 
mans' yesterday. Does the fair Franzje attend his ministra- 
tions 1" 

"Does she go to the Dutch church, do you mean 1 Of 
coarse she does. Her father is an elder, and so is mine. 
She is always at the catechising too, and answers — why, 
it is like a book to hear her ! " 
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** Sbd IS as wise as she is fair, then I " 

** Welly she is too derer for most of us. Aunt Sebayler 
and the Dominie^ hetween them, hare fiedrlj crammed her 
with learning/' 

** She speaks English perfectly, I perceiv& Who was 
thai old man in the comer, who never opened his lips t 
Is he childish, or dumb 1 or did he hold his tongue be- 
cause he can only speak Batch ) " 

"That was old Jan Ryckman, Franzje's greatnncle. 
He could talk as well as anybody if he chose ; bnt he 
never speaks unless he is addressed — they never do." 

**TrAo never do?" 

" Those who have joined the Society. There is a set of 
old people among us who live in a retired kind of way, 
never talk except to each other, and then all about reli- 
gion. They meet sometimes, and sing psalms. I should 
think it must be dull ; but they seem to like it" 

" Are they monks 1 Do they live all together 1 " 

" Oh no ; they live with their relations. They are 
mostly old bachelors or widowers. Aunt Schuyler says 
they are a kind of lay-brothers — whatever that may be." 

" I comprehend. But altogether you seem to have an 
odd set of arrangements here, what with your Companies, 
and so on. What have you by way of amusement ? " 

" Oh) there is the berry-picking, and the meetings at 
one another's houses, and the going out in a canoe to one 
of the islands, or driving out into the bush ; and better 
than all, there is the wild-duck shooting in spring and 
autumn, and the sturgeon fishing ; and in winter the 
skating and sleighing. Besides, if the town gets dull, 
one can take one's gun and one*s slave, and go off to the 
woods. I was just thinking of going off, when I heard 
your regiment was coming." 

*< And you believed we should dissipate the dullness % 



I shall certainly do my best towards that result. We 
most see if we cannot make your good steady-going 
Albanians open their eyes a little." 

Cornelius did not seem altogether grateful for this pro- 
mise. ** We have done very well," he replied rather sulkily. 
" Albany is a nice place enough for those who are used to 
it. I don't like New York half as well, though we go 
there almost every year." 

The Englishman smiled to himself : he was thinking of 
the gay capitals of the old world; and, compared with 
them, Albany seemed to him dull and prin^itive indeed. 
But he revealed no more of his sentiments, and did justice 
to the homely but ample supper which he was invited to 
share on his return to the Bankers', not forgetting to treat 
with all due gallantry the fair daughters of the house, 
Franzje's friend, Cornelia, or Keetje as she was generally 
called in the family circle, and a younger maiden, Engeltje 
by name, who was desperately afraid of him, and could 
not speak without blushing, but whose sweet shy eyes, of 
a soft grey, attracted him more than Cornelia's unflinching 
black ones. 

So attentive and so flattering was he, that Keetje's silly 
heart bounded, and she began to compare him mentally 
with Jaosen Bleeker, rather to the disadvantage of the 
latter; but for all that, his dreams were haunted not by 
either of these two bonnie damsels, with their somewhat 
bourgeoise prettiness, but by a glorious girl with flaxen 
locks, and the calm bearing of a queen. 
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CHAPTER m. 

•n % fiUa. 

Time passed rather heavily for the young officers of the 
Britiflh regiment in Albany. They happened to be what 
now-a-days would be called a fast set, though the phrase 
was not invented then ; and the simple pleasures of the 
citizens were not much to their taste. Whenever Mr. 
Vyvian looked dull, Cornelius or Cornelia were sure to 
try to cheer him by telling him they would take him to 
the berry-picking ; and they had no conception how mild 
and pitiable a bit of diBsipation this great gala of theirs 
appeared to him. 

It was thought a marked favour to invite any one not 
belonging to one of the Companies, and Killian Barentse, 
in his position as Head of Cornelius's Company, rather 
demurred to the invitation. 

" We don't want this dandified officer, do we, Franzje 1" 
said he at one of the private meetings of the Company. 
" I am sure he will be only in the way." 

" I suppose Cornelius will take care of him," she said, 
indifferently, while the fine Indian face of Killian was 
' bent eagerly on her, waiting for her words. 

" Or Cornelia," said he rather maliciously. ** They must 
promise to walk one on each side of him, and take all the 
burden of entertainment on their shoulders." 

^^You mean, we mustn't let him speak a word to 
Franzje. I understand your tactics very well," said Cor- 
nelius, with a sage nod and chuckle. 

Killian's dark cheek flushed with a sudden glow. 

*' Of course," went on Cornelius, seeing the shot had 



told, "we know wko it is keeps Franzje away from 
our house now Mr. Vyvian is there; but no one can 
prevent his thinking her the most beautiful girl in 
Albany." 

" I don't want to prevent him," said Killian, angrily ; 
** but he need not think we look to him to tell us whom to 
admire. As for Franzje's going to your house, you know 
very well that I never presume to interfere with" ^ her 
movements. 1 have not the shadow of a right to do so," 
he added rather bitterly. 

She glanced up at him kindly with a sweet and sooth- 
ing smile, though a startled blush was on her cheek. 
"Never mind, Killian," she said softly; "we all know 
Cornelius is only joking." 

But the pretty Cornelia, whose feelings had been con- 
siderably ruffled by her brother's reference to Mr. Vyvian's 
admiration of Franzje, here broke in pettishly, " It is all 
very well to call it a joke, Franzje ; but you know your- 
self you have never been inside our doors since Mr. 
Vyvian came. Some people would call that modesty, 
I suppose; but I think to be always afraid of people's 
falling in love with one is almost as bad as wishing that 
they should." 

It was a sight to see the grand beautiful eyes opening 
wide in their amazed innocence; but Franzje was still 
enough of a child to take the accusation in a very matter- 
of-fact way. " If you mean that for me, Cornelia," she 
said, with the childish dignity which sat so prettily on 
her, "you must know it is all quite nonsense. I have 
stayed at home more lately because the Dominie wished 
it ; that is the whole and sole reason." 

" And so you are to drop your friends whenever the 
Dominie chooses," said Cornelia, pouting. " I call it very 
unkind. After all, too, I don't know what reward you 
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get for your obedience; I thought the Dominie seemed 
quite put out with you last Sunday." 

There was no doubt that Franzje was really wounded 
now. She drooped her stately head, and could scarcely 
keep the tears from rushing to her eyes. It was true 
that, spite of her dutiful obedience to his wishes, the 
Dominie had not been half so benignant to her as usual 
since the officers arrived in the town, and her loyal little 
heart was sorely troubled by it. 

" For shame, for shame ! " said several of the company in 
a breath. And Killian Barentse came to the rescue yet 
more boldly. 

"You have no right to speak in that way to your Head, 
Cornelia," he said severely. " I should like to hear what 
the Dominie would say to some of your remarks. I 
believe all of us, except Franzje, have been talking fool- 
ishly since the name of Mr. Yyvian came up, and that 
makes me the more sorry that he is coming to the berry- 
picking. You know we have scarcely ever had any one 
but ourselves — not even the Dominie." 

" I should hope not ; he would spoil sport," said Cor- 
nelius Banker. 

Killian looked at him steadily. " I don't know what 
is come over you two," he said. " It must be pretty sort 
of sport if our Dominie's presence would spoil it. Of 
course, he is older and graver than we are ; but you know 
very well he never objects to innocent mirth." 

"Spoken like the Dominie himself!" said Cornelius, 
with a bow of mock homage. 

But here some of the other lads of the Company laid 
hold of him, and half in jest, half in earnest, forced him 
down on his kuees, and made him beg Killian's pardon 
for all his impertinence. 

"They are not like themselves now, those two," said 
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Killian, when the meeting had broken up, and he was 
walking home with Franzje, and her brother Evert. " I 
wish these officers had never come into the town. The 
Dominie says he thinks they are a bad set." 

" He made up his mind they were going to be," said 
Franzje, a little petulantly. 

Killian glanced at her in surprise. " I do believe you 
wish Mr. Vyvian to come to the berry-picking," he re- 
marked, with keen jealousy in his tone. 

" I wish it because Cornelia and Cornelius wish it. I 
do not see that it need make much difference to anyone. 
We can get our berries all the same, Killian ; I am deter- 
mined that our Company shall pick the most of all. Last 
year the Company of the Red outdid us ; but they shall 
not this time, shall they ?" And she looked so eager and 
animated over this trifling ambition of hers, that Killian 
was reassured. 

" She is thinking more about the berries, and the honour 
of the Company, than about Mr. Vyvian," he said to him- 
self complacently. " That is well" 

Killian Barentse was an orphan, and lived with his 
grandfather, an aged widower, who belonged to "the 
Society,"' and, like old Jan Ryckman, never spoke except 
when addressed, and though always cheerful and kind, 
took little interest in anything but subjects connected 
with religion. 

It was but a dull home for the youth, and its silence 
and gravity had left their impress on his character. His 
appearance and manners had something of the dignified 
quiet of the people whom he so resembled in feature : he 
was brave and enterprising, but he was not gay ; he was 
industrious and painstaking, but not intellectual, though 
he consorted much with the Dominie, seldom sought any 
relaxation but that afforded by his gun and the frequent 
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meetings of his Company, and never joined the band of 
careless, dissipated youths who found their pleasure in 
such strange exploits as stealing pigs or turkeys from 
their neighbours after dark, and holding a grand midnight 
carousal at one of the inns of the town on the strength of 
the spoils thus accumulated. 

Now that he was shooting up towards manhood, his love 
for Franzje Eyckman had begun to be an acknowledged 
fact in the place; and it was surmised that when he 
returned from the trading voyage among the Indians, 
upon which he was . to start the. next spring, he would 
claim her as his bride j some said with good probability of 
success, as his character stood high, he was known to be 
possessed of some means, and had always been a favourite 
with all the Eyckmans, young and old. 

He himself was doubtful and diffident. Franzje liked 
him — yes, certainly liked him ; and it was just the sort 
of quiet affectionate regard which frequently led on to 
iLarriage in Albany, where no one thought of love as 
a passion, and where courtship was almost always a very 
simple and matter-of-fact affair; but he had learnt to 
feel that Franzje was not quite like other girls — that 
there was a strength and depth in her nature which 
made her love a great and precious thing, not so easily 
to be gained, not so to be taken for granted as the less 
discerning people around him judged. 

"She is quite a child still," he) said to himself, "and 
loves her father and mother better than anybody else ; 
it is quite natural that she should not care for me as I 
do for her — I, who have no one else ; besides, I am not so 
worth caring for. Perhaps in time she will come really 
to care for me — ^perhaps when I go away, and come 
back thoroughly a man, she will no longer think of me 
as just like one of her brothers, as she does now. At 



any rate, I will have patience. I would serve seven years 
for her as cheerfully as ever Jacob did for Rachel." 

Why he should feel an incipient jealousy of Mr. Vyvian 
he could not tell ; it was not the officer's good looks that 
caused it ; he was handsome enough himself for the matter 
of that : it was perhaps, though Killian did not know it, a 
feeling that in Mr. Vyvian's polish, in his ready cleverness 
and abundant information, Franzje might find a some- 
thing interesting from its novelty, and peculiarly attractive 
to her from the natural bent of her mind. 

She was better educated, as has b^en said, than most of 
the maidens of Albany : she had a native grace and re- 
finement about her which most of them lacked. She 
read English books with avidity, liked poetry which 
Killian thought insuflerable, and had tastes and aspira- 
tions which had never yet been gratified. The Dominie 
and Aunt Schuyler had combined to make her what she 
was ; and yet she was different from both of them, with 
that distinct individuality which no one can give or take 
away. The Dominie had occasionally tried to repress it, 
when it interfered with his views for her ; but even he 
could not eradicate it ; and Killian, whose intellect was 
not so profound, but whose sympathies were quicker, 
felt perhaps better than any one what Franzje was, and 
how little he himself could suffice to her, even though 
she liked him. But even he did not know Franzje 
thoroughly — the beautiful child, whose face was a pro- 
phecy of something to which the soul within had not 
yet attained. 

The sun rose gloriously on the day of the berry-picking; 
and the hickory and maple trees that lined the road up 
to the hills, were splendid in their fiush of autumn 
colouring. Early in the morning, groups ©f youths and 
maidens, big and little children, began to assemble in the 
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principal street; and as each Company was to start 
together in a hody, the Ejcknians and the Bankers, with 
Mr. Vyvian, soon found themselves side hy side. " The 
Kyckmans," however, only meant in this instance, Franzje, 
Evert, and Jan; the younger children belonged to a 
different Company, and had already started, as they were 
likely to be longer on the road. Each member of each 
Company was provided with a covered basket of Indian 
manufacture, the handle of which was tastefully adorned 
with ribbons, red, blue, yellow, white, or green, accord- 
ing to the insignia of their particular company. Franzge's 
and Killian's was known as the Company of the Blue, 
so the baskets of all their party were tied up with blue 
ribbons; and Mr. Vyvian had been presented by Cor- 
nelia with a similar one, decorated with her own fair 
hands. He walked along swinging it on one finger 
with an air of half- disdainful good nature ; while a young 
ensign of his regiment, who had been likewise invited, 
pretended to be overwhelmed by the weight of his basket, 
and empty though it was, hung it on the end of a walk- 
ing-stick, and carried it across his shoulders with many 
professions of intense fatigue. 

Frang'e and some young friends of hers, with her 
brothers and Killian, started off at a brisk pace directly 
the Company was pronounced complete, and soon out- 
stripped Cornelia and the young officers, who were acting 
as her attendant squires. " Keetje " was more gaily dressed 
than most of the maidens ; and her decided prettiness in 
some degree palliated the foolish hoydenish airs which 
amused the young Englishmen, but certainly did not 
captivate them. The ensign said to himself that she was 
much easier to get on with than any other girl he had 
met in Albany, and was so far content ; but Mr. Vyvian, 
though he was very gallant towards her, and paid her 
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outrageous compliments, vowed to himself that he would 
not dance attendance upon her longer than he could 
help. 

" It is very well for the beautiful shy creature up there 
to run away from me," he soliloquized, as a turn in the 
winding hilly road showed him a glimpse of Franzje and 
her party far in advance ; " it is much better than this 
other girl's coquettish forwardness ; but I can tell her 
she shall not escape me so easily. When once we arrive 
at our destination, I will see if I cannot contrive to cut 
out the young Indian." 

It was easier said than done ; for Killian seemed like 
Franzje's shadow throughout the day, and was so intent 
on filling her basket, that he almost forgot his own. 
Even during the sociable mid-day meal, which they ate 
pic-nic fashion, seated on the ground, the young queen of 
the Blue Company was so hemmed in by her affectionate 
subjects, so guarded by her fellow-sovereign, that Mr. 
Vyvian found it almost impossible to get speech of her 
without being heard by the whole assemblage. She was 
very quietly, even plainly, dressed — ^indeed, scarcely any 
of the maidens, but Cornelia, had attempted anything like 
a gala costume — but she looked radiant ; all the sunshine 
of the day seemed reflected in those glorious blue eyes, in 
" the red young mouth, and the hair's young gold.*' 

The Company hung upon her words as if they had been 
rubies and diamonds ; though, truth to say, they were not 
remarkable for any portentous amount of wisdom. She 
was childishly eager about the quantity of berries that 
had been, or were likely to be, gathered ; childishly proud 
of the tasteful decorations of the Blue Company's baskets, 
and nearly as ready as any of her companions to deride 
the decorative efforts of the other Companies. 

" Did you ever see anything so heavy and clumsy as 
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that great roll of red ribbons ? " she asked, indicating an 
unfortunate basket belonging to one of the Companj of 
the Red who were camping near them. 

" Never ! " " It's hideous ! " " That Red Company has 
not the slightest taste ! " and so on, were the loyal re- 
sponses from all sides. 

But Mr. Yyvian, raising his musical voice a little, said 
distinctly, " Of course I am not so ungrateful and tasteless 
as to deny my preference to the blue, but may I be par- 
doned for thinking that that massive coil of scarlet is 
rather rich and good in its effect 1 Is it heresy in your 
opinion, Mademoiselle Ryckman, to be able to admire the 
baskets of another Company? I see everybody is be- 
ginning to look shocked." 

Franzje's blush made her look more beautiful than ever. 
" I dare say we are prejudiced," she faltered. " We have 
a sort of little rivalry about these baskets ; but of course 
a stranger and a visitor can't be expected to enter into 
that." 

" And of course Mr. Yyvian must be allowed to admire 
red," simpered Cornelia, with a glance at his handsome 
scarlet uniform. 

" Nay, I don't admire it so much as blue," he said. ** I 
fully admit that blue ribbons, blue eyes, blue flowers, are 
all more charming than any others." 

A glance at the blue-eyed Franzje pointed his words ; 
but his gallantry might have been thrown away on the 
matter-of-fact young people around him, had not Cornelia's 
jealousy quickened her apprehension. " Perhaps you ad- 
mire blue spectacles too," she said promptly, with a little 
toss of her head, and a saucy sparkle of her eyes, such as 
only dark eyes can give.. " My mother says Franzje will 
have to take to glasses soon if she goes on wearing out 
her sight over big books." 
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There was a general laugh, for Franzje's learning was 
rather a joke among the not very intellectual young people 
of Albany, And before Mr. Vyvian could reply — 

" Oh, defend us from anything of that sort !" cried out 
the young ensign, who had not heard of her fame in this 
respect. " I hoped we had left all the bookworms behind 
us in England." 

" You certainly will not find them here," said Killian 
Barentse : ** there are some well-read ladies among us, like 
Aunt Schuyler, but they do not shut themselves up to study, 
nor make any display of their learning. Shall we go and 
pick berries again, Franzje ? Everyone seems to have done." 

She thanked him with, oh ! such a bright, grateful 
glance : he had turned off the allusion so beautifully, 
with such ready understanding of her distress, with such 
delightful tact. 

" Killian, how good you are I I could have kissed you 
for saying that ! " she said gaily, as they stooped together 
over a berry-bush, out of hearing of the others. 

To her surprise the brown face became crimson ; he 
looked down at her with a strange glance, his lips quiver- 
ing. "You shouldn't say that to me," he said, in an 
agitated voice. " You can't mean it — at least if you had 
you wouldn't have said it." 

Her own cheeks were hot now with the terrible 
agonizing blush of maidenly shame and confusion. "I 
forgot you were not Evert," she stammered. " Killian, we 
used to be exactly like brother and sister ; I don't see why 
we shouldn't be still ; at least — oh, have I said some- 
thing wrong again ? — I mean, I don't see why we need 
either of us misunderstand a silly jesting phrase, which 
means nothing, except that on* is grateful." 

" You might be grateful to Mr. Vyvian, but you would 
not use it to him." 

D 
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The blushes seemed to scorch her cheeks. ** Use it to 
Mr. Vy vian ! Killian, what do you take me for ] Why 
do you say such strange things ? " 

" Nor would you to the Dominie," he pursued gravely 
and sadly. 

" To the Dominie ! " she rejoined, in a sort of terrified 
amazement, much as a young Eoman Catholic might have 
said " To the Pope ! " " No, of course not. Do you 
think it possible that anyone could take such a liberty ? " 

'' Yet he kisses you sometimes — at least, I know he has 
done so.*' 

A very sweet meditative smile moved the comers of 
her troubled mouth. " Yes," she said, quietly ; " but that 
is quite a different thing ; he treats me like a child, you 
know. Killian, why do you mystify me, and make me 
feel so ashamed and uncomfortable ? T am sorry I have 
vexed you. I spoke foolishly, and without thought, just 
as I might have done to Evert or Jan." 

" I know ; that is what I complain of," said Killian 
bitterly. 

She opened her large eyes silently, half offended, wholly 
puzzled. 

" I want you to think of me not as you do of your 
brothers, nor yet quite as you do of Mr. Vy vian, or the 
Dominie, but — " he began haltingly, finding it difficult to 
explain himself. He was interrupted by a laugh from 
her, a clear, joyous laugh of irrepressible amusement 

** I am not to think of you quite as I do of the Dominie ! 
O Killian, Killian, do you think there is any danger) 
Are you joking with me, or what ) " 

" It is you that are joking," he said coldly, " and will 
not see that I am in earnest. Can't you see that you are 
everything to me, and that I want to be something to 
you ? That I don't want to be classed with Evert and 
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Jmi ? I know I am not your^equal in many things ; but 
at least no one can understand you better or prize you 
more than I do. Mr. Vyvian may admire your beauty, 
and the Dominie may praise your cleverness " 

"He never does," she said, indignantly; ^'he never 
praises me at all. And, Killian, 1 am sure he would not 
like you to flatter me, or to be always talking of Mr. 
Vyvian, and trying to make me think foolish things 
about him. I shall not stay to hear any more. I am 
sure I ought not" And closing down her basket-lid 
hastily, she rah away, seeking not only to escape Killian, 
but all her other young companions as well. 

Poor little girl ! she was waking up into womanhood, 
but waking painfully, feeling as if the self-conscious 
thoughts that had been aroused in her the last week or 
two must be wrong as well as perplexing, though they 
had been aroused by influences from without, and had 
not sprung spontaneously from within. She had had a 
happy, innocent, simple life, full of home indulgence and 
home love, with nothing more to hope or dread than ap- 
proval or blame from the Dominie, with no whispers of 
flattery, no importunate admiration, nothing to excite pre- 
mature feelings of any description. And now that Killian 
— her friend since babyhood, her pleasant play-fellow — 
should be the one to force new unwelcome exciting 
thoughts upon her, seemed to her very hard, very 
unjust. 

Love-making at an early age was common in Albany : 
there had been instances of marriage between youths and 
maidens quite as young as Killian and Franzje ; but, spite 
of the precocity of her beauty, she was unusually simple 
and child-like in mind, and no thought of love or lovers 
had come to trouble her peace, or arouse her share of 
woman's vanity, until now. An instinctive, ever-deepen- 

d2 
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ing, hero-woiship occupied her heart, nnsnspected even by 
herself; and perhaps this had helped to keep her regard 
for Killian from even the slightest tinge of romantic senti- 
ment, and had blinded her to the touch of romance which 
was creeping into the old familiar affection which he enter- 
tained towards her. She had seen other friendships ripen 
into love, as Eillian's friendship for her was ripening now ; 
but she had never expected this development in his case, 
and was vexed and astonished to find it had already 
begun. 

She left the belt of shrubs, where the berry-pickers 
were busy, behind her, and wandered iuto the dark pin&- 
wood which crowned the summit of the hilL She did 
not penetrate very far into it, but walked along not far 
from the edge, till she came to a place where a sort of 
ravine opened, and a waterfall rushed down the precipi- 
tous slope. The roar of the leaping, foaming water was 
delightful to her; it brought a sense of freshness, of 
liberty, an escape from the trouble of her own thoughts. 
The little birch-trees that fringed each side of the ravine, 
the lofty gloom of the pine-forest that stretched away 
behind it, the gorgeous tawny gold of the shumach, with 
its clusters of vivid scarlet berries, that here and there 
sprang out like flames from the pines — bH these things 
gave her a keen sense of joy and relief, a feeling of un- 
wonted admiration, which drew her mind quite away from 
the small shadows that had crept into her life. 

She sat down under a sycamore-tree, her hands folded 
in her lap, her head a little thrown back — a very picture 
of happy thoughtfulness, of thoughtful peace. 

" It reminds me of that bit of Milton,'' she said to her- 
self, '^ that the Dominie is so fond of." 

She was still endeavouring to recall the lines exactly to 
her memory, and hearing nothing but the roar of the 
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waterfall, when a shadow fell on the tufted grass at her 
feet, and looking up she saw Mr. Yyvian. If she had 
met him fresh from Killian's bewildering talk, she would 
have been annoyed and frightened ; but now she was lapt 
away from all self-cgnsciousness into a joyful calm. So 
she only lifted her eyes quietly and trustfully, and smi- 
lingly waved her hand towards the torrent as an apology 
for not hearing the words which he seemed to be address- 
ing to her. He took the hint, and placed himself on the 
grass beside her in a careless, elegant attitude, watching 
as she did the swift descent of the foam-tossed waters, 
though with widely different thoughts. 

He liked her for her calmness — for her apparent free- 
dom from any suspicion that he had come there in search 
of her ; but his vanity was mortified by her evident in- 
difference to his presence, and he was not at all sorry 
when at length she rose to go. Not that he meant her 
to depart without himj but that, once away from the 
waterfedl, he could exercise his eloquent tongue, and make 
her attend to him — make her listen and respond. It was 
very well to be lost in the contemplation of Nature, but 
not to the ignoring of his handsome self. 

" Is this a favourite haunt of yours ? " he said, as they 
turned away from the ravine, and walked back together 
through the pine-glades to the scene of their day's in- 
dustry. 

** I like it very much," she said, shyly; " but I seldom 
go there, it is too far away from home.'' 

'^ I am so glad my steps led me that way," he continued. 
" I got a little tired of stooping over bushes in search of 
berries, which I have bad taste enough to think most 
particularly unpleasant eating, so I thought I would ex- 
plore the wood a little. Neither Cornelius nor his sister 
told me of the waterfall I suppose they do not care 
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much themselves for the beauties of l^ature, and it never 
occurred to them that I might/' 

" On these days we think most of the berries," said 
Franzje, simply ; " we always want our Company to have 
more than any other. I came a good many years to the 
hills without ever going near the waterfall ; but one day, 
on our Dominie's birthday, he took Jan and me for a 
long walk, and brought us to this place, and since that I 
have always liked to come here when I could.'* 

'^ And none of your companions share your taste ? " 

'^ I don't know. I did not ask any of them to come 
with me, or no doubt they would." 

" You seemed very happy all alone, smiling and dream- 
ing to yourself, spinning a bridge of fancies over the 
torrent, I suppose. I ought to apologize for having inter- 
rupted the day-dream." 

" There wasn't any day-dream, sir," she said, smiling. 
" I was only trying to remember some lines of poetry, but 
I could not get further than this." And she repeated a 
few of the lines to him. 

" I am afraid I cannot help you," he said, surprised to 
hear her quote English poetry. " I do not even recognize 
the author." 

She turned her serene eyes upon him with frankest 
wonder. An English gentleman who did not recognize 
Milton appeared to her a very marvellous phenomenon. 

" They are from ' Paradise Lost,' " she said. 

" Who taught you to like * Paradise Lost 1 ' I did not 
know the British classics had found their way to Albany," 
he replied, with some amusement. 

*M read it first with Aunt Schuyler ; and then the Do- 
minie gave me a copy of it, a beautiful copy, for my very 
own." 

^' Indeed ! your Dominie must be a man of taste. I 
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suppose, however, he has not allowed you to read 
Shakespeare ? " 

" I have read most of it at the Mats. Aunt Schuyler 
read a great deal of it aloud to me. She reads so beauti- 
fully, it makes one almost see the scenes ! ' 

"Ah, if you could see * Hamlet' as we have it on the 
London boards — that would indeed make it real to you." 

The innocent eyes of the young American grew wide 
in mystified amazement. 

" See it on the boards, sir 1 " she repeated, uncompre- 
hendingly. 

"On the stage, I mean. You know, of course, that 
these plays are acted sometimes ? '' 

" I don't think I quite understand," she said, still 
puzzled. "Shakespeare's Plays are poems, are they 
not 1 " 

" Yes ; but they were not written merely to be read — 
they were written for the stage. Shakespeare himself is 
thought to have been an actor. Ah," added Mr. Vyvian, 
with a little laugh, " I see I am still talking Greek to you. 
You must indeed have been brought up in Arcadian 
simplicity." 

" I know I must seem very ignorant to you," she said, 
blushing, and hanging her head a little, under the idea 
that he was laughing at her. " I never knew that a play 
meant anything but a poem in dialogue." 

" Then what enjoyments there are in store for you ! You 
say Madame Schuyler makes the plays seem real to you 
when she reads them j but would they not seem ten times 
more real if you heard the different speeches delivered by 
different people, dressed to represent correctly the various 
characters, and on a stage, a raised place, with scenes 
painted to resemble those in which Shakespeare places 
his heroes ? It was for this kind of representation that 
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Shakespeare wrote them, and nothing else can give them 
their full force. Do you understand now what I 
mean ? " 

"Yes; I think I do," she said, her eyes kindling. 
** How strange and beautiful it must be ! But we have 
nothing like that in Albany." 

" No, you are centuries behind the rest of the world ; 
but never mind that, you will not live here all your days, 
I suppose ] " 

IShe opened her eyes wider still than in her surprise of 
a few minutes before. " Why not 1 My father has pro- 
mised to take me to New York some day ; but we shall 
not stay there, you know ; we shall come back here, of 
course." 

" You may marry, and leave the place." 

" No, we always marry here in the town," she answered, 
with grave simplicity, as if the question were one of mere 
ordinary routine, and admitted of no speculation. 

"Does that mean young Barentsel" thought Mr. 
Vy vian to himself. " Hardly ; she would not take the 
subject so coolly if it were not still in the abstract." 
Aloud he said, " Well, if you are so determined on stay- 
ing in Albany, if the mountain will not come to Moham- 
med, Mohammed must come to the mountain. What 
should you say to our getting up a theatre here ? " 

"A theatre, sir]" 

" Yes — a place to act plays in ; a large room, or covered 
place of some sort, with a stage raised at one end for the 
actors, and the rest of the space filled with chairs for the 
lookers-on. I wonder if that large barn of M. Banker's 
could be converted into one." 

" The best bam of all is at the Flats : it is quite a 
beautiful place j but I should not think Colonel Schuyler 
could spare it And besides, who could act ? I know no 



one but Aunt Schuyler and the Dominie who can read 
Shakespeare well" 

The young ofiQcer could not repress his amusement 
"Old Madame Schuyler (who, by the- by, I hear is very 
stout) and your gaunt austere Dominie as play-actors ! 
The idea is most delicious ! I had no idea you could be 
so satirical, Mademoiselle. They might possibly do to 
represent two of the witches in * Macbeth,' and Freyling- 
hausen might perhaps make an effective Ghost in the 
apparition scene in * Hamlet ' — those are the only cha- 
racters that occur to me as suitable." 

" You would not say so if you had heard the Dominie 
read Henry the Fourth's speech about sleep, or some of 
Wolsey's," said Franzje, colouring. " I am sorry if what 
I said sounded disrespectful. I did not mean it so." 

" I am sure you did not : you are the very perfection of 
innocence and propriety ; the disrespect was mine. But 
seriously, without disparaging your good friends' talents, I 
do not think I could exactly invite them to join my 
theatrical company. When I started the plan, I was 
thinking that my brother officers and I could be the 
actors j we have sometimes joined in such things before." 

"Have you V* said Franzje, with innocent respect, which 
would have been greater but for his patronizing flattery of 
herself. "And what play would you act ? I think I would 
almost rather see the 'Merchant of Venice' than any other." 

" Oh, we must eschew Shakespeare altogether ; he is 
beyond the reach of such tyros as we are. We must try 
some light comedy." 

*•' WiU it be at all like the ' Taming of' the Shrew ? ' " 

" Well, not exactly ; the dialogue will be in prose, per- 
haps ; but I must not tell you more about it now. Only 
will you promise me that if I can arrange a play you will 
come and see it 1 " 
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" Oh, I shall be only too glad ! Bat might my father 
and mother and Jan and Evert come too 1 Perhaps, 
though, we shall fill up your room too much ; everybody 
will want to see your play ; there has never been anything 
like it in Albany before." 

" Whoever comes, or does not come, I will engage that 
there shall be room for you, and as many of your family 
as you like to bring. But I want you to promise me one 
thing more — it is to keep this plan of mine secret for the 
present." 

A vague trouble sprang into her face. " There is not 
anything wrong in it, is there 1 " she asked timidly. 

" Nothing whatever ; but I want to give your good 
townsfolk a surprise." And he added to himself, " I don't 
want to set any of the old Puritans meddling." 

" Oh," she said, with a smile, which would not have 
shone out so brightly if she could have heard the un- 
spoken as well as the spoken part of the sentence, " then 
of course I will not tell. But I thought you were going 
to ask M. Banker about the barn ? " 

" Yes, I must take the Bankers into the secret ; but 
otherwise I shall confide in no one but you. How can I 
thank you enough for giving me this delightful stroll with 
you to relieve the tedium of the day 1 " 

" I thought we met by chance," said the straightforward 
maiden, uneasy under his gallantry. 

" It was chance on your side, no doubt ; I will not say 
whether it was on mine. Mademoiselle Eyckman, I 
am anxious that we should be friends. It has pained 
me to hear that you avoid the Bankers' house on my 
account. Who has taught you to make such a bugbear of 
mel" 

The lovely colour on her face deepened once more into 
a burning, painful glow. ** No one has taught me," she 
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stammered. '' I was told not to go to the Bankers' alone 
before I ever saw you — before you came." 

^^£ut the prohibition had some reference to my coming) " 

She was too true to say it had not 

" And may I ask whose command it is that you go on 
obeying so implicitly ? " 

An older or more sophisticated maiden would have 
questioned his right to ask anything about it. Franzje, 
with a strange tortured humiliated feeling, for which she 
could not quite account, answered reluctantly, " It was 
the Dominie." And then, as the smile on his face stung 
her into pride, she added, almost haughtily, "The Dominie's 
counsel to us is always good, and we consider ourselves 
bound to follow it." 

" How I wish I were the Dominie for a little while ! " 
said Mr. Vy vian emphatically. 

She did not answer; and in another minute they 
emerged from the shadow of the pines upon the open 
hill-side. 

Franzje's brothers rushed up to her open-mouthed. 
" Franzje, we could not think what had become of you ; 
and Killian has been looking for you everywhere. Cor- 
nelia said you must be with Mr. Vyvian, but we did not 
believe her." 

The transparent ingenuous face was clouded over 
now. 

"I met Mr. Vyvian at the waterfall, and we have walked 
back together," she answered, with a deprecating glance at 
him, and a feeling of annoyance with her too out-spoken 
brothers. " Killian had no occasion to search for me ; I 
was quite safe." She added to herself, "It was from him 
that I ran away." 

And though scarcely anyone suspected it, the result of 
that autumn berry-picking was an estrangement, destined 
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to grow wider, between the young king and queen of the 
Company of the Blue. 

Had Mr. Yy vian any hand in this, consciously as well 
as unconsciously ? 

Time would prove. 



CHAPTEE IV. 

Stir nni ^mtt 

'*The birds! the birds! the birds! the birds I the 
birds!" 

It was Evert's voice rising in rapid crescendo as he 
thumped at each bedroom door in turn, and roused up 
the sleepers ; and as this was in the earliest dawn of the 
morning after the berry-picking, and most of the young 
people were very tired, from some of the rooms issued 
only dissatisfied grunts, and sleepy inquiries, " What did 
you say 1 " 

" The birds ! the pigeons ! " reiterated Evert in the 
passage. 

Then there came a delighted " Oh ! " from the younger 
boys, and a sound as if they were all jumping out of bed 
at once ; and Franzje's sweet clear voice was heard, " I'll 
be down as quick as possible, and see to breakfast for 
you. Evert. Don't let mother hurry herself. Are the 
maids up?'' Whereupon Evert rejoined that breakfast 
was of no consequence at all, and he was going to see 
after the guns. 

Eranzje thought it was of consequence, at least that it 
would be better for the boys to have some warm chocolate 
and cakes to begin the day upon ; so she called her own 
especial slave, Maria — who slept in a room adjoining, and 
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was almost more a friend and companion than a servant 
— and made her own toilet very speedily. 

All gradually became bustle and excitement in the 
street — men and boys rushing along with guns, women 
and girls running after them with provisions^ or with am- 
munition forgotten by them in their excitement; and 
patches of the sky overhead were dar^ with birds sailing 
southwards to their winter quarters. Franzje ran sing- 
ing dow^n stairs, and found the cook coaxing the kettle to 
boil in the kitchen, and Maria hastily laying out the 
breakfast in the parlour. Evert sat on one of the deep 
window-seats, cleaning a gun ; and a negro lad was stand- 
ing beside him, filling some little bags with shot. 

" I wish those boys would come ! " he exclaimed, as his 
sister entered ; " Kilian's off already. I fancy he was the 
first in the town to see the birds ; you know what a way 
he has of getting up before dawn, as if it were never 
possible to be at work too early. He came and threw a 
stone up at my window to wake me, that was how I knew." 

** I wonder if the Bankers know ? " said Franzje, begin- 
ning to bntter cakes for the brothers as she spoke. 

** I dare say they do ; I hope Cornelius will come with 
us j but as for that lazy Mr. Vy vian, they won't get him 
out yet a while, he never comes down till nine whatever's 
on foot ; though, to be sure^ the birds are something out 
of the common way." 

"To us," said Franzje. "Evert, I am beginning to 
think that our excitements may seem small to other 
people." 

" Well, I dare say pigeon-shooting might not seem much 
to the excitement of war," pondered Evert reflectively ; 
" but I am not sure that Mr. Vyvian has ever been in a 
battle yet I'll ask him next time I see him." 

" But without battles, I think there must be things in 
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Europe, things we never heard of," — she was thinking of 
what the adjutant had told her of the delights of the 
stage — *' which make life different somehow there from 
here. I know some of us seem ignorant to Aunt Schuyler 
even, because she has been more about in the world ; so 
what must we seem to '* 

She left her sentence unfinished. 

"The Dominie, do you meani" said Evert rather mis- 
chievously j " it must have been a change to him, coming 
here from Holland ; but I never heard him find any 
fault with the place." 

" Ah yes, the Dominie has been in Europe too, of 
course ; I forgot that," rejoined Franzje, with a sudden 
start ; " and yet he seems quite one of us in some ways, 
though so above us in others. I never feel " 

" Is breakfast ready yet ]" interrupted Evert, with all 
the natural indifference of a brother to a sister's senti- 
ments. "I shall not wait for those youngsters if they 
— oh, here's Jan ! " 

Yes, j£tn and the chocolate came in together, and 
Franzje put aside her perplexities and hastened to pour it 
out. !New thoughts were stirring in her mind, a new in- 
fluence had come into her life, but the dear old simple 
home duties had the strongest claim of all. 

" Maaike, you are the dearest of girls ; how quick you 
have been," she said, gaily. 

Whereupon ' Maaike ' — otherwise Maria — grinned from 
ear to ear, and with a modest " Cooky, she done the most, 
Ma'mselle Franzje; and Dinah, she down stairs now," 
rushed away to give the younger boys a call. 

They soon came clustering in, and quite rivalled Ameri- 
cans of the present day in the speed with which they 
despatched their breakfast, though before it was ended 
the father and mother appeared^ looking as neat and pre- 
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cise and unharried as if breakfast had only been at tbe 
usual hour. 

" So thou'rt down with the first, my queen," said M. 
Eyckman, kissing his tall daughter fondly, ^^ not too tired 
with the day on the hills ? " 

" I haven't had time to think whether I am tired or 
not," she said, laughing ; " it is rather nice to be made to 
get up early, it gives one such a famous long day." 

" You'll come out and see the fun, Franzje ] " said Jan, 
jumping up. 

"Franzje has her home duties," put in the mother, 
gently. 

"Lots of time for them after ten o'clock," he rejoined ; 
" and the birds will all be gone by that time. — Do come, 
Franzje. — Hurrah ! we're off ! " And with a shout of 
ecstasy the whole troop of boys rushed out of the house 
and away to their sport. 

"I think I'll take some chocolate up to Uncle Jan," 
said Franzje, when they were gone ; " he will not think of 
being down yet a while, though I dare say he was up before 
any of us," 

" And then shall you go out ? " said the mother, who, 
following the easy discipline common in Albany, had no 
intention of insisting upon those home duties she had 
spoken o£ 

Franzje's bright eyes turned a little longingly to the 
bustling street^ where a company of young girls, attended 
by their slaves, were just hurrying past. " "No" she said, 
slowly, " I don't think I shall ; I have some reading to do 
up stairs till you are ready for me, mother. Please let 
Maaike go out a bit if she likes ; she has been as busy as 
a bee this morning." 

Then she turned and went up to her uncle's room, taking 
a little breakfast-tray with her. Her tap was answered 
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by a ready ^' Come in ;" and when she entered, she found 
the old man seated at his table, with the large Bible in 
which he read so constantly open before him. He scarcely 
ever made his appearance down stairs till dinner-time, and 
seldom admitted anyone to his room but Franq'e, and an 
old negro who each morning became a sort of amateur 
housemaid for his benefit though usually employed in the 
garden. 

The room was almost destitute of furniture; besides 
the table, there was a grand old carved bedstead — the 
pride of the family — the chair he was sitting on, some 
simple necessaries of the toilet, but nothing more. 
Franzje, when she had set down the tray, perched herself 
on one comer of the table, and sat waiting till her uncle 
should close his book and speak to her, or rather should 
look as if he were ready to be spoken to, which at present 
he did not. 

For some minutes she sat there with her head drooped 
thoughtfully, struck by the contrast of the busy life in 
the street and the quiet seclusion that prevailed in this 
room ; and pondering, as she had often pondered before, 
on the calm, monotonous, unruffled, existence led by her 
great-uncle and many of the old people in the town. 
Would her merry young brothers, would Killian, would 
the Dominie even, ever settle down into an old age so 
utterly calm as this — ^in which all emotion seemed past, 
all interest in the outer world gone by, in which there 
was strictness without asceticism, days methodically por- 
tioned out though with no written rule to appeal to, de- 
votion without fervour, the life of a mystic without its 
enthusiasm ? 

She could understand a repressed life, a strong nature kept 
under with a strong hand ; but a dead calm, a piety so tame 
that itwas almost commonplace — something in her revolted 
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from that. Quietly as she sat there, her heart seemed to 
throb like a wild thing in her hreast at the mere notion 
of ever settling down to that contentedly. " It is hecause 
I am not good," she said to herself ; for her ideal of good- 
ness was a Dutch ideal — very orderly, very prosaic, rather 
stupid. She had quite a reverence for people who could 
sit with their hands before them, and speak in a measured 
tone, and read so many chapters, and say so many prayers, 
by clock-work, as it were; the stolidity which she saw 
around her, and which she did not possess, seemed to her 
a kind of merit ; it was unnatural to have those Teachings 
forth of the soul towards a different state of things which 
she felt in herself; goodness meant, above all things, con- 
tentment, simplicity of mind, well-regulated feelings, a 
certain dulness, perhaps, — bah ! how she hated it ! — ah ! 
how wicked she was ! She rose with a kind of shudder 
at herself; and as she did so, the old man closed his book 
and looked up at her, though without opening his lips. 

" I want you to lend me the great Commentary, Uncle, 
if you are not going to use it," she said ; " I have a little 
time to tnyseK now, being up so early, and I want to read 
a bit till Mother is ready for me. I had just got to the 
part last time where Moses looks at the Promised Land 
but must not go over into it ; and I want to see what they 
say about it. Uncle, don't you think Moses must have 
longed to gol • Why didn't God let him, I wonder 1 " 

" We need not seek to inquire, my child," said the old 
man, slowly ; " it was the Almighty's Will." 

" Oh, I know, and I know His Will is always best; but, 
Uncle, don't you ever want to know whi/ such and such 
things are His Will 1 I know we must submit, whether 
we understand or no ; but don't you think He means us 
to think over it, to learn to understand sometimes, that 
we may adore it all the more 1" 

X B 
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The old man looked troubled, as if he thought she were 
trying to lead him out of his depth. " You had better ask 
the Dominie/' he said. 

" Uncle, I think if the Dominie had been Moses he 
would have broken his heart with longing to see the 
people safe in the Promised Land before God called him 
away." 

" He was going to a better Canaan, that is, an heavenly," 
said the old man, in his deep low voice ; " he had no need 
to long for the earthly.*' 

" Not for himseK, but his people — the people that were 
always going wrong, that he had had to bear with so 
patiently through all that weary wilderness — ^if he could 
only have seen them safe there ** 

" He left them to God," said" the recluse, quietly; " they 
were God's people even more than his." 

Franzje's eyes caught the deep beautiful look of an 
adoring saint in one of Fra Angelico's pictures. She 
folded her hands together and seemed to gaze out far away. 
" I see," she said, " he loved them, but God loved them 
better still ; the poor, foolish, wilful people that were so 
hard to guide were God's own people. Ah ! he could 
trust them to God, as you say ; that must have made his 
heart calm again. Uncle, I am glad you have made me 
think of that." 

" Do not forget it, child," said Jan Ryckman, with more 
animation in his manner than Franzje had ever seen in it 
before ; " and what is more, pray that our young Dominie " 
— the elderly minister really seemed young to this patri- 
arch — " may not forget it either ; he will always have his 
flock to serve God his way, and I don't say but what it is 
a right way, but yet there may be more ways than one of 
serving God; and I think we may trust Him to know 
best how to guide His own people. There have been 
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many, who, in makiDg God's cause theirs, have sometimes 
forgotten that their cause might not he always God's. It 
seems to me our Dominie is one of them." 

" He is very good, though," said Franzje, a little re- 
proachfully, still looking out into the far distance, search- 
ing into this new problem which was being set before 
her. 

" Truly he is," assented the old man heartily ; " but 
this mistake that I spoke of, my child, is especially a 
good man*8 mistake." 

She did not attempt to gainsay it ; he was speaking out 
of his experience, and experience carries a weight with it 
beneath which young people, if they are thoughtful, in- 
stinctively bow. The silent, secluded life of the old man 
did not seem to Franzje so dreary, so vapid, as it had 
appeared a few minutes ago ; he had learnt wisdom, as it 
seemed, in this stillness; and, child as she was almost, 
it seemed to her that for T^isdom's sake much might be 
foregone. 

She kissed one of the wrinkled old hands, and said 
tenderly, " Now, dear Uncle, drink the chocolate, and let 
me sit close by thee on this little stool and read the 
Commentary. I can be quieter here than anywhere." 

He made no ol^ection; so she took«lown the great 
folio from the shelf, and was soon absorbed in it — her 
ears covered with her hands, that the gay sounds in the 
streets might not distract her. 

Her uncle sipped his chocolate and watched her atten- 
tively. A girl who could sit down to study at seven 
o'clock in the morning seemed to him rather an anomaly ; 
he was inclined to look upon the intellectual training 
which the Dominie bestowed upon his niece as a new- 
fangled notion, which was not likely to come to good ; 
but he could tolerate what he thought a mistake much 

E 2 
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more easily than the Dominie could have done in his 
place. " It may be all right," he said ; " the girl's a good 
girl, and the Dominie is a good man and would not wil- 
fully mislead her, and they are both in God's Hand — 
God's Hand — ^and they will be guided safe." 

No Quietist of the seventeenth century ever stilled 
himself into a simpler serenity, a more tranquil faith, 
than this old Dutch recluse ; though it is well, perhaps, 
for the mission work of the world that hearts are found 
with as firm a trust, as wide a charity, but with greater 
zeaL 

Zeal without love ! ah, the mischief it has worked, ah, 
the rents that have divided Christendom ! But love with- 
out zeal ! ah, the failure, and the loss, and the terrible 
ranks of heathendom that might have been won to Christ 
and are not ! 

Franzje read on for a good while in silence, then sud- 
denly closed the book, and sprang up in her bright youth- 
fulness ready for the work-a-day world. " Now for Mother 
and the preserving," she said cheerily; "we brought home 
such baskets of berries yesterday. Uncle ; our Company 
picked more than any." 

" So this is your way, my child," said the patriarch ; 
" you read goodl» books, and then you rush away and forget 
them. It is by meditating on what we read that we really 
learn." 

" I do not quite forget," she said, blushing; "it all gets 
worked up into my life somehow ; it is not good for me 
to think too much, it gives me a pain in my head." 

The old man smiled, and let her go without more 
remonstrance. 

About ten o'clock the boys came rushing back with 
their spoil; and for the next few days, roast pigeons, 
stewed pigeons, pigeon pies, and even pigeon soup, were 
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the order of the day. It was much the same thing in 
other houses; and some of the dainty English officers 
grumbled to each other at the monotony of the fare, and 
-wished, with all the energy of philanthropists, that the 
pigeons were safe in the myrtle groves of sunny Florida, 
instead of having been slaughtered for their benefit. 

The following week flocks of wild ducks passed over 
the town in the same way, and again a gun was in the 
hands of every man and boy, and the same excitement 
prevailed. It was ** more slaughter than sport," and the 
young Englishmen rather despised it on that account; 
but wild ducks being somewhat nobler game than pigeons, 
the lazy Mr. Vyvian did bestir himself a little on this 
occasion, and was rewarded by Cornelia's rather loudly ex- 
pressed admiration of his unerring skill as a marksman. 
- It was a stirring scene : the common just outside the 
town was alive with people — white men and red, great 
big lads and small sturdy boys in jackets, young girls 
fair and rosy, and stout negresses armed with huge bas- 
kets wherein to collect the game — all mingled together 
in confused motley groups, surrounded by a band of 
bewildered cattle (this being the usual pasture of each 
family's cows), who felt obliged to pause in their grazing 
and ruminating, to add their bellowings to the general 
confusion, and wonder what especial form of madness 
had taken possession of their owners. Beyond flowed 
the stately waters of the Hudson, broad and bright — 
a sort of Eubicon to the poor winged fugitives, who, 
when once across thaf, might feel themselves free and 
safe ; and above was the blue sky, clouded as it were by 
a storm of birds, sweeping on in great compact masses, 
too often broken by the shots of their enemies below, 
and adding by the flutter of their wings to the strange 
medley of sounds which was filling the air. 
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Mr. Vyvian, even in this mSliey thought of Franzje, 
and on meeting young Jan Eyckman, who was reloading * 
at the moment, and so had leisure for speech, asked him 
why his sister was not there. 

" Oh, I don't know," said Jan rather surlily, " she is 
getting quite a stay-at-home ; and besides, she never did 
care for the shooting much, she is so fond of birds and 
creatures of all sorts." 

*' No marvel then this wholesale murder is not much 
to her taste. I wonder your Dominie does not deliver 
a discourse on cruelty to the brute creation." 

" Cruelty ! where's the cruelty ? " said Jan astonished ; 
" we do it every year," 

" Does that make it any better 1 " asked the adjutant 
dryly, as he took another of his deliberate and invariably 
successful aims. 

He was inclined always to do at Eome as the Eomans 
did, and yet to reserve to himself the right of criticising 
the Eomans' customs. 

A little later in the day, when the hubbub had sub- 
sided, Franzje and Maria, each with a small basket on the 
arm, were walking up the street past the Dutch church 
and the Dominie's house, when the Dominie himself came 
out and stopped them. 

"Franzje, I want you just to look with what a pro- 
digality of good nature my wants have been anticipated 
this morning," he said, with a pleasant inflection of amuse- 
ment in his usual grave tones. '^ I can live upon salted 
wild duck for the whole winter if I choose, and yet have 
plenty to give away if I can find anyone that wants them." 

He led the way through the hall, not into the accus- 
tomed sitting-room, where any of his flock who wished 
to speak with him could always find audience, but into the 
kitchen^ where — piled on the table, on the chairs, even 
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t*ii the dresser with its grand array of Dutch crockery, 
and hung from hooks upon the wall — ^were wild ducks 
innmnerable, poor pretty dead things whose travels had 
been stopped prematurely. 

** You come look at larder, Ma'mselle Ryckman, dat cram 
full of pigeon," said the Dominie's black cook, showing all 
her white teeth in a grin of delight ; " people love Massa 
well, me tell him ; don't let him want for any ting to eat 
— eh 1 Your broder brought some, dat dey did — see, dem 
by de fire-place ; dey been well brought down, not riddled 
wid shot like some of de poor tings." 

Franzje shuddered, and the Dominie looked grave and 
rather disgusted; he had accepted this annual sport as 
one of the customs of the place, and though of course he 
had never himself joined in it, had always been rather 
amused and pleased by the eagerness of his people to 
share its results with him; but old Dinah's words 
associated a thought of suffering with the poor feathered 
victims, and his appetite for wild duck seemed to desert 
him on the spot. Like Franzje, he was sensitive to 
the pain of all dumb creatures, though he never senti- 
mentalized over it as people sometimes do nowadays. 

'' It is rather as if I had brought you to look at a battle- 
field," he said half apologetically to his young visitor. 
** But I wanted to ask if you are any of you likely to 
be driving out this afternoon. Everyone in Albany is 
sure to be well supplied ; but I thought the Blockers and 
some of the other wood-settlers might be glad of some of 
these birds." 

" Mother did talk of our taking some to the Renselaers 
— not that they want for anything, but rather as a compli- 
ment, you know ; we could drive on to the woods after- 
wards if you want some of these taken there, or " — rather 
timidly — " would you like to come with us, Sir 1 " 
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The Dominie began to consider of his engagements. 
**The Elders are to come to me at two, and consult 
about the repairs of the church roof; and then I was 
thinking of going to read to old Vrow Dorckman — she 
will be expecting me; but still I do want to see the 
Padroon, and to pay a pastoral visit to the Wendels and 
the Bleekers ; so perhaps, my child, it might be as well to 
accept your oflfer." 

"Ma'mselle Franzje," whispered Maria, palling her 
young mistress's sleeve^ *'i{ Dominie liked, you might 
take tea out and have it in the woods, and then you need 
not start too early" — Too being used by the negroes in 
the sense of veri/. 

Franzje rather shyly repeated the suggestion aloud, 
adding, " And we are just going to Vrow Dorckman's with 
some preserves, so we could take her a message from you 
if you liked. Sir." 

*^ You are smoothing all my difficulties," he said plea- 
santly. " Yes, you shall tell her my plan for this after- 
noon, and that I will visit her to-morrow instead. If 
you have time, you might stay and read to her a little 
yourself." 

It was not a task which Franzje much enjoyed, as the 
old woman was very deaf, and it required the utmost 
exertion to make her hear reading at all; but still she 
assented very readily. She was always willing to do a 
kindness to anybody, and moreover the Dominie's sug- 
gestions were equivalent to commands. 

They had come out into the hall as they talked, and 
glancing through the open door of the study, the Dominie 
asked Franzje if she wanted any more books. 

" No, thank you ; I am reading Uncle Jan's big Com- 
mentary now." 

" Can you follow it at all ? " 
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" Not when it quotes Latin and Greek," she said, looking 
np at him with a bright smile, afraid of the presumption 
of affirming that she could pretty fairly in other respects ; 
" but I like it very much, only — " 

"Only what r* 

" The people don't seem so real in it as they do in the 
Bible itself; when I read it I don't feel so much as if they 
really lived." 

" That may be more your fault than the Commenta- 
tor's," he said dryly. 

"Yes," she said thoughtfully, with slow but not un- 
willing candour; and then they shook hands, and the 
two girls pursued their way. 

" Oh, Ma'mselle Franzje," said Maaike, who had felt the 
last little rebuff for her mistress more than Franzje did for 
herself, " me glad me not born in dot house. Dominie 
bery good man, bery ; Dinah, she pretty good woman ; 
but dull, bery dull, both, house dull altogeder." 

Franzje smiled, and looked back at the house — a tall, 
square, stiff bit of masonry, its front a little redeemed 
from bareness by the tree overshadowing the porch ; not 
an unapt type of the Dominie himself, grave and rigid, 
and uncompromising even to sternness, yet with a redeem- 
ing touch of feeling and of kindliness which was as re- 
freshing to the heart as his linden-tree to the eye. 

" 1 like the house, and I like Dinah," she said. She did 
not add "And I like the Dominie ;" but after a pause she 
continued, " Maaike, if I were in any trouble I think I 
should run straight there." 
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CHAPTER V. 

SSoob Sittikts. 

The Wendels and the Bleekers were two young mar- 
ried couples, with a host of little children, and very 
straitened means. They had both cleared for them- 
selves a space in one of the charming little glens which 
diversified the somewhat harren heights to the westward 
of Albany ; and there, out of the reach of all town 
luxuries, and with scarcely any servants, they lived a 
frugal, hardy, independent life, cultivating maize and 
potatoes for home consumption, and sometimes selling 
their crops of wheat and hay to the citizens who had not 
farms of their own. 

No one in Albany thought the worse of them for being 
poor : and they often received visits and presents from 
their town friends, who in the summer used occasionally 
to drive out to dine or drink tea with them, taking care 
to bring the materials of the repast — an arrangement so 
common that it gave no offence — and merely troubling 
Madame Wendel or Madame Bleeker, as the case might 
be, to boil her kettle for their benefit. 

After the visit at M. Renselaer's, which — 'Padroon' 
though he was, and owner of large landed estates — was 
no affair of ceremony, but a pleasant meeting of friends 
young and old, Madame Eyckman and the Dominie, 
accompanied by Franzje and two of her little brothers, 
drove through the barren hill country, till they reached 
the small inhabited dell to which they were bound. 

They stopped first at the Bleekers', and here only the 



Dominie and Us offering of ducks went in; while Ma- 
dame Eyckman drove on to the Wendels' to see about 
tea, after exacting a promise from the Dominie to join her 
there by the time that meal should be ready. The arrival 
of the carriage — a light, open vehicle, something like a 
double gig — at the Wendels' house, was the signal for the 
sudden irruption of a flock of small children, clad in 
loose cotton garments, merely confined at the waist with 
a string ; and their eager cries of " How do you do 1 " 
"Are you come to tea?" "Our mother is in-doors, Madame 
Eyckman ; "— " Franzje, what have you brought me 1 " 
&c., were for the first minute or two perfectly deafening. 
Albert and Dirk Eyckman had brought a splendid bow 
and arrows for the eldest boy of the party ; and Franzje 
had a bag of cakes, of her own making, for all the chil- 
dren, greater and lesser, so these were immediately dis- 
tributed. And then the hamper containing materials for 
the tea was taken out ; and the horse was released from 
harness, and allowed to graze by the road side, while 
Madame Eyckman and her daughter went in-doors to 
find the mistress of the house. She was hard at work 
bread- making, and the fingers she extended in welcome 
were floury, and her face was flushed with her exertions ; 
but the absence of all false shame or trace of discom- 
posure in her manner was of the very essence of good 
breeding, and set her visitors at their ease at once. She 
was a comely young woman, with a fair fresh complexion, 
dark eyes and hair, and a figure too stout to be absolutely 
graceful, and yet not awkward. There was about both 
her and her house an air of plain, practical good sense, as 
if all the necessaries of life were duly attended to, and 
indulgences not even thought of. The rooms were rather 
bare of furniture, but beautifully clean and neat ; the open 
windows and doors admitted plenty of the sweet fresh air 
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from the hills ; and the grass-plot in front of the house, 
and the vegetable garden at the back, were well kept and 
orderly, and bore witness to the laboor expended npon 
this clearing, which a few years before was but a bit of 
woody glen covered with loznriant chestnut-trees, like 
those which now partially hemmed it in on two sides. 

The soft sighing of the wind among the chestnuts 
made a sort of under-song to the conversation — not very 
remarkable or interesting — ^which went on in the little 
kitchen between Madame Wendel and her guests. They 
had both thrown aside their out-door things, and set to work 
to help her to roll out and trim the paste for the goodly 
supply of flat cakes, which she was bent upon making, 
and which her tribe of little boys would no doubt soon 
demolish. 

" I shall get on bravely now you are come," she said, 
heartily ; " and I hope we may have them all finished 
before the Dominie arrives. I must go on with them now 
I have begun, for it does not do to heat the great oven 
for nothing." 

So they all worked away with a will ; and Franzje's 
cheeks grew flushed with heat, as she helped Madame 
Wendel to put in one set of cakes to bake and take out 
another. She liked it though, — there was something in 
the bright warmth of the oven, as she stood looking into 
it, which took her fancy ; and the smell of the hot cakes 
was appetizing enough. She had not the faintest shadow 
of contempt for household employments, much as she 
liked intellectual pursuits. 

Before they had quite " cleared up," as Madame Wendel 
expressed it, the Dominie's tall form came in sight ; and 
then there was just the least bit of a panic. To the 
settlers, who saw him but rarely, a visit from him was 
rather an aEair of state. 
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'^ Franzje, do ask him to sit down in the porch, or the 
parlour, while I wash my hands, and put on my best 
apron," said the rosy matron a little piteously. 

" Oh, and I must stay and unpack the hamper," said 
Madame Kyckman, in the same breath. '* There are the 
things for tea to be got out ; and I have brought you a 
ham, and a few preserves for the boys." 

Franzje broke into Madame WendeFs " Oh, how kind ! 
but there's the Dominie coming up the steps !" with a 
reassuring ''He will like to see the children, I think; 
I will ask him if I may take him in search of them ;" 
and tying her cloak loosely round her, w^nt to meet him 
at the door. 

" She is a handsome girl," said Madame Wendel, look- 
ing at her from the window, as she was seen conducting 
the Dominie towards the thicket where the children had 
disappeared ; '' and what is more, she is a sweet pleasant 
girl too. I almost wish I had a daughter instead of such 
a handful of sons." 

'' I have got the handful of sons as well," said Madame 
Ryckman, with a smile ; " but Franzje does help me with 
them nicely. I only hope she will not be drawn oflF into 
any of the gaieties the Bankers and the Gerritses are 
setting on foot to please these fine English officers. The 
Dominie tells me he has heard some talk of getting up a 
dance — a ball, I think they call it ; but I have not said a 
word to Franzje about it." 

" She would not care for such things, I should think," 
rejoined Madame Wendel placidly. 

" I am not sure. Do you remember going with us, 
some years ago, to the Mohawk village, and the Indian 
children having a sort of queer dance of their own, and 
my Franzje and Jan joining with them 1 How angry the 
Dominie was, to be sure ! And the worst of it was. 
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Franzje never would own she was wrong. I can see her 
now, as she stood up to be scolded, looking down at her 
pinafore as modest as you please, but with such a naughty 
little questioning smile upon her lips. Jan gave in, put 
his knuckles in his eyes, and cried, and said he would never 
do it again ; but Franzje would not say a word, and I 
had to punish her. It is almost the only time in her life 
that I ever did ; and perhaps I should not have done it 
then, if the Dominie had not made me see that it was my 
duty. She cried when she saw how much in earnest I 
was — for it always does break her heart to vex me, dear 
child ! and after a bit she begged my pardon and the 
Dominie's for having displeased us ; but she never said in 
80 many words she had been naughty, and never promised 
not to do it again, as Jan did. It is my belief she did not 
see any harm in it, for all our talking.'' 

Madame Eyckman had hit the truth : this one severely 
visited fault of her childish life had never dwelt on 
Franzje's conscience as a fault at alL She had felt a 
vague sense of guilt in having made the Dominie and her 
mother angry, and had been imhappy till she received 
their forgiveness ; but for all that, the dance round the 
Indian camp-fire with the dusky graceful little Mohawks, 
all bedight in beads and coloured shells, had remained in 
her memory as something utterly innocent, which was 
never to be repeated perhaps, but which she could not 
wish undone. 

She was not thinking of this, nor of herself in any 
way, as she strolled further into the glen with M. Frey- 
linghausen, looking for the children, and eveiy now and 
then waking the echoes by a shout of "Dirk, Marte, 
Peterkin ! where have you hid yourselves ? Come and 
speak to the Dominie ! " 

Her respect and liking for her pastor were not tempered 
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with any micomfortable amount of fear, thongli whatever 
exceptions there had been in the general indulgence 
shown to her had either come from him, or been due to 
his influence. She was very happy this afternoon, and 
had forgotten bygone troubles altogether. 

The Dominie, however, looked grave, and seemed full 
of thought. *' Shall we rest a few minutes 1 " he said, 
when they had gone a litUe way, and a beautiful soft 
gloom of foliage was all round them, nearly shutting out ^ 
the sky. " This trunk will make you a nice seat ; and 
as the children come back to their tea they will And 
us." 

" Oh yes," said Franzje willingly ; " I called them be- 
cause I thought you wanted to question them a little." 

" So I do ; but I am weary," he answered, with unusual 
listlessness in his tone. *' Those Bleekers are good honest 
people ; but it is always the same story over again : they 
must get the corn in, or the children must gather the 
hickory-nuts, or there are fresh crops to sow. No harm, 
. you will say, true ; but it is always earth — earth first, 
and chiefly; and Heaven only as an after-thought.'* 

" These settlers must have less time than we of the 
town," said Franzje. " With scarcely any servants, and 
their living to get by downright labour, they cannot have 
much leisure, I suppose, except now and then in the 
winter, perhaps." 

" No, I do not blame them ; but there were fishers 
once upon the lake of Galilee, poor hard-working men, 
as we should say, who plied their task with thoughts of 
the wonderful new Teacher that * spake as never man 
spake,' and who presently * left the ship and their father, 
and followed Him.' " 

"It seems so different now," said Franzje, ponder- 
ing. "Do such calls ever come to Christians now-a- 
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days, do you Hunk, Sir t Mr. Stuart, the * Father of the 
Deserts/ as people call him, he left, as it were, ' the ship 
and his father,' his home and all its comforts, didn't 
he?" 

"Yes, and I honour him for it "When I see those 
Indians of his gathering into the town for their Easter 
Communion at the English church, when I hear them 
singing their hymns at good Colonel Schuyler^s, I wish 
that one from among tis would go forth in like manner, 
and bring some more of those scattered sheep to a know- 
ledge of the truth." 

" I suppose Father Eall6 did among the Iroquois some- 
thing like what Mr. Stuart is doing for the Mohawks," 
said Franzje, still in the same meditative way. 

" He was a very devoted man, doubtless," rejoined the 
Dominie, dryly. 

He had not much admiration to spare for the French 
missionary, the zealous Jesuit priest, the determined 
enemy of the English and Dutch settlers, who had been 
martyred some said, righteously slain said others, among, 
his band of faithful Indians, when Norridgwog was taken 
and burnt by the people of York. 

** I sometimes wish Killian could be a missionary," said 
Franzje ; " he has a good deal of influence with the Indians 
already — partly because he is like them, perhaps. When 
they are at the Flats, they always ask for him and for 
Cortlandt Schuyler." 

" Yes, he is one who would be fitted to respond to such a 
call ; but I fear me he does not listen for it, and is setting 
his heart upon an eso'thly prize." 

Franzje*s cheeks had been flushed when she came out 
of Madame WendeVs warm kitchen, and were so still in 
a degree, but the flush did not deepen in the least. The 
Dominie was looking straight at her; and her eyes, as 
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they met his, seemed to him like deep, clear wells, into 
which you could look down and see truth : pure simple 
truth, without a shadow of artifice or equivocation. 

" One who would he a real devoted missionary," he went 
on, " must forego many things hesides the home of his 
hoyhood : he must give up the hope of ever making to 
himself a home of his own ; he must he content to live a 
solitary life, with *the Lord for his inheritance,' in a 
fuller sense than even the Levites of old." 

" That makes it all the hetter," said she, with her eyes 
kindling. 

" My child," he answered, despondingly, " not one in a 
thousand feels that." 

No shade came over the brightness of her eager face. 

^^You felt it. Dominie, didn't you," she said, " when you 
left your own people, and your father's house, and came 
out here to teach us 1 " 

"I thought 80," he said bitterly. 

She looked troubled now. She did not understand the 
bitter self-accusation that lurked beneath the brief reply ; 
she thought perhaps he answered shortly because she had 
been presuming — ^had spoken amiss. 

" I beg your pardon," she stammered. " Evert said 
something the other day that made me think how much 
you must have given up in coming here, how stupid and 
Ignorant we must seem to you, and I " 

She hesitated. And he said gravely, " And you thought 
perhaps that this * made it all the better,' as you said just 
now ; that if there were a sacrifice — I do not say there was, 
mind — something made me glad to make it. What was it, 
child, do you think, that made me happy in coming here % " 

" Was it not, sir, that God said to you, as He did to 
Moses, * My Presence shall go with thee ; and I will give 
thee rest ' ? " she answered, in a low voice. 
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He almost shrank from the tender reverence of her 
upward glance. 

" Was it 1 " he said. " Or was it that I thought I could 
do what never man had done before — that here was a 
field which Holland could not afford? Had I coveted 
the things of this world, I might have had them there, 
it is true : my ambition reached beyond that. But what 
if it were but ambition still 1 " 

She could not follow the train of his thoughts ; to her, 
as to most of his simple flock, he seemed an embodiment 
of severe perfection : she could not imagine for a moment 
that he had really anything wherewith to reproach him- 
self. She saw that he was disheartened — that he had been 
plain at the very beginning of the conversation — ^but she 
thought it was the result of his peopte's shortcomings, her 
own included, and she answered humbly and depre- 
catingly, " I know we ought to be much better than we 
are. Aunt Schuyler says, with such teaching as we have, 
we ought to be very different from other people." 

" Well," he said, " Albany has hitherto been simple and 
primitive, free from the vices of larger cities. There has 
been little zeal amongst us j we have been dead and flat as 
the fields of my own Holland ; but at least we have been 
kept from the evils that infest many other places. So 
far I have had cause to be thankful £ut if even that fails 
— if the simplicity of the young people, the young people 
in whom I have placed my hope, whom I have myself 
lielped to mould — ^if that should be tainted, where can I 
look for consolation then 1 — of what use will my ministry 
have been?" 

Franzje guessed to what he was alluding now, and was 
too true to pretend that she did not. 

"Is everything that is new wrong, Dominie 1" she 
asked, with a puzzled look. 
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" I do not say that ; but when novelties are introduced, 
we should look to the character of those who introduce 
them. Have you remembered what I said about not 
going to the Bankers'?" 

"Yes; I have been there once with Evert — never 
alone," said Franzje, colouring at the remembrance of 
what Mr. Vyvian had said on this subject. 

** Do you not begin to see a diflference in Cornelia 
already 1 If you have any influence with her, and with 
the other girls of your Company, as I suppose you have, 
use it on the right side — be sure that you do. You, at 
least, child, must never give me cause for displeasure." 

There was a kind of appeal mingled with the authority 
of his tone, which was utterly strange. 

She was silent from a sort of awe ; and he did not 
press for any promise, but sat looking dreamily on into 
the dark recesses of the glen, as though he saw there a 
presage of evil — of evil which he could not avert. 

It was a grand face in the mingled melancholy and fire 
of its glance ; and the soul within was a grand soul, vast 
in its capacities for good, but rising too high in its hopes, 
sinking too low in its despair, to be well fitted for the 
wear and tear of common life. The fault of his character, 
the fault of his teaching, was, perhaps, that it was too self- 
conscious — there was too much " I " in it ; and the Cal- 
vinistic training he had received had rather fostered than 
checked this. Taught to think of himself more as an 
individual than as the organ of a Church, to feel himself 
more like one of the olden prophets — a direct exponent 
of God's Will — than one of a divinely-appointed band of 
interpreters of the Catholic faith, it seemed to him as if 
God's cause must stand or fall with him ; as if he were 
the Elijah whom not to follow was of necessity to follow 
the priests of £aaL 

F 2 
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There was a pause, and then Franzje said gently, ** I 
"Wish Aunt Schuyler would come home.? 

"I wish 80, too," paid the Dominie, rousing himself 
from his abstraction; "I regret their absence now for 
the sate of others, as well as for my own. But these 
children, Franzje, they do not seem to be coming, and it 
is getting late." 

" I thought I heard their voices a minute ago — to the 
right there, among the trees. I will go and look for 
them." 

And Franzje plunged in among the branches, and pre- 
sently emerged with a troop of little merry sunburnt 
children hanging round her. 

Their hands were full of nuts, which they had been 
gathering in honour of Albert and Dirk, their faces were 
not over clean, and a little dismay had fallen on them at 
the thought of being catechised by the Dominie then and 
there. 

" "We must go and wash our hands first, at any rate," 
said the oldest boy. " Just whisper me the first word of 
the answers that come to my turn," said the second. " Oh, 
yes, Franzje, stay with us, and help us," entreated one of 
the Httle ones, cliuging tight to Franzje's skirts as he 
spoke. And so, all talking at once, they came into the 
presence of the Dominie, who was still sitting on the 
fallen trunk, and still looking weary. 

Franzje agreed with them in the wish that they should 
be made clean and tidy before they came to him for their 
lesson. A vast amount of scrubbing and rubbing and 
vigorous hair-brushing, had always fallen to her share 
in childhood, before she was started oflf for the weekly 
catechising, and it did not seem respectful to the Dominie 
to omit this preparation. 

Apparently, however, he did not very much care about 
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it, but thouglit that these wild little children of the 
woods, having been caught, had better be attended to 
immediately. He greeted them all by name, patted some 
of the little rough heads, and then bade them stand in 
order before him, that he might hear how much they had 
learnt since he was there last. 

There was a solemn pouring out of nuts from tumbled 
pinafores on to a soft patch of grass beneath the trees, a 
primming up of little laughing faces into a correct 
gravity of expression ; and then the six small Wendels 
took their places in a straight row in front of the Do- 
minie, their hands behind them, and the six pair of blue 
eyes fixed steadily upon him to begin with, though by 
and by glances wandered in desperation up to the trees, 
down upon the ground, and round to Franzje, in hopes of 
obtaining a clue to the words of those difficult answers, 
which somehow would always come to the turn of those 
who knew them least perfectly. 

Franzje stood a little to one side, leaning against a tree, 
with Dirk and Albert standing close to her, and listening 
far more critically than she did to the mistakes made by 
their play-mates. She was obliged to catch at their small 
brown hands sometimes, or cover their rosy mouths with 
her fingers, so eager were they to display their superior 
knowledge, and set the little Wendels right. Perhaps it 
might have been better for them if she had let them do 
it ; the setting-down they would then have got from the 
Dominie would have utterly quenched for the time the 
small men's conceit ; but she was too tender a sister to 
wish to expose them to this, and anxious also to spare the 
supposed feelings of the little ignoramuses. 

The Dominie was very patient with the mistakes, very 
clear in his explanations of the hard words, over which 
the children stumbled ; years afterwards, when more im- 
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portant things bad faded from her memory, this little 
scene would rise before Franzje's mind. Back her 
thoughts would fly to that woody glen, the dark, soft 
masses of chestnut- tr§es, with here and there a fiery 
gleam darted through them from the afternoon sun on 
the long grass at their feet ; the little group of ruddy 
children, picturesque in their untidiness ; the stately 
figure of the Dominie, and the intent face, tumiug now 
on one, now on another, of his little disciples — his eager- 
ness to teach far outstripping their eagerness to learn ; — 
back it would all come before her eyes, eyes which used 
to fill with tears then at the remembrance, because this 
scene belonged to the dear old time, which had slipped 
past, unprized perhaps, but was yearned after when it had 
gone by for ever. 

**rranzje ! Children ! where have you hid yourselves 1 
What have you done with the Dominie 1 " 

It was a man's voice breaking in upon the children's 
sing-song ; and the group was joined by the father of the 
six urchius, Marte Wendel, a broad-shouldered, hearty 
Dutch-American, who had been called off from field- 
labours by his spouse to meet the Dominie at tea. 

'* The wife and Madame Eyckman have got the tea all 
ready," he said, as he shook hands with his pastor j " and 
there is a rare feast of good things of your mother's pro- 
viding, Franzje. Will you come and take some chocolate. 
Dominie ? Catechism is but dry work." 

The Dominie's brow clouded a little ; but the children, 
apparently agreeing with their father's sentiments, broke 
into sudden smiles, made a series of awkward bows, as an 
intimation that they considered the lesson finished, and 
scuttled off to get their share of the good things. 

" How is old Peter ? " Franzje asked, alluding to an old 
crippled negro, whom the Wendels kept, and tenderly 
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nursed, though they considered themselves too poor for 
the luxury of ordinary servants. 

The man's somewhat coarse face softened into a kindly 
expression at once. 

" He's but ailing, poor old fellow ! He has not left his 
room this week past ; though I tell him this fine autumn 
sun would warm him up, and drive away his aches and 
pains, if he could but sit out on the grass a bit. He'd 
like to see you, Dominie, after tea, I dare say, if you can 
spare time for him. His head-piece is not what it was, 
but he maunders out bits of texts and hymns that he picked 
up in his younger days, and they seem to comfort him." 

" I will gladly visit him, whenever you like to show me 
the way to his room," said the Dominie readily, registering 
a mental determination to address a few earnest words to 
the negro's rather ignorant master as they went. 

Franzje, who knew every shade of his expression, could 
see how Marte's mode of talking jarred upon him ; but in 
her young hopefulness felt a conviction that old Peter's 
texts and hymns, " maundered out " though they might 
be, were making a deeper impression on Baas Wendel 
than he cared to show. 

She even ventured to hint as much, when they came 
upon the grass-plot, and Marte hurried forward to get the 
Dominie a seat ; and her hint was not taken amiss. 

A smile came into the Dominie's sombre eyes. " You 
may be right, child," he said kindly. " * Charity hopeth 
all things.'" 

So it was in a hopeful, happy mood that they sat down 
to tea ; and never had cakes and cream, chocolate and 
preserves, tasted nicer than they did on this particular 
occasion, partaken of on the grass in the sweet country 
air, amid the cheerful talk of the seniors, and the light- 
hearted laughter of the children. 
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**I wisli you came every day," said the goodwife 
heartily to her guests. 

" Nay, nay, wife, that sounds rather greedy," said her 
husband, looking at the provisions, which perhaps really 
were to him as well as to the little ones almost the most 
welcome part of the visit. 

"I meant for their own sakes, not for what they 
brought," she said, colouring, and glancing deprecatingly 
at them. 

And one of her little sons looked up, and said quickly, 
" Mother's never greedy ; she gave old Peter the very 
last bit of the ham Madame Eyckman brought last time, 
though she had never so much as tasted it herselfl" 

"That's right, little Jan, speak up for mother," said 
the Dominie kindly ; " and tell me, are not these hot 
cakes that I am eating of mother's making? I do not 
think they came in the hamper ; I am sure they could 
not have been kept hot all this time, unless Dirk had 
them in his pockets." 

Dirk, who had come forth that day in the glory of a 
new suit, with particularly capacious pockets, chuckled 
over this supposition ; while Madame Wendel felt grateful 
to the Dominie for having singled out almost the only 
item of the feast which was really of her providing, and 
pressed more hot cakes upon him with such hospitable 
assiduity — seconded by Madame Eyckman, who was 
pleased to make the most of her friend's culinary feats — 
that he was obliged rather abruptly to announce his inten- 
tion of going to see old Peter, to escape from the necessity 
of taking more than his usual frugal portion of food. 

What a drive home it was on that September evening ! 
What a cool soft splendour was upon everything ! how 
the Hudson gleamed in the tranquil golden light ! how 
the distant hills caught the last rosy tints, and grew like 
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the wonderful glorified Mount "Sinai in Uncle Jan's pic- 
ture Bible ! And the Dominie was so kind and so gentle, 
with all the gloom passed away. If his ministrations had 
been wasted on the Eleekers and the Wendels, at least 
old Peter had welcomed them thankfully : and perhaps, 
too, they had not been wasted; if he had met with 
stolidity and want of sympathy, a chance word here 
and there might still have sunk into the listeners' hearts ; 
and at any rate, difficulty was but a call to persevere, 
and made his work, as Franzje would have said, '^ all 
the better." 



CHAPTEE VI. 

Jran^jt's <#irst Pinujet. 

" Ma'm'sellb," said the coaxing voice of the little slave- 
girl Maria, whispering to Franzje, who was seated at work 
in the parlour by her mother's side, " you come to de door 
one minute, somebody want to see you." 

" Who is it 1 " said Franzje aloud, disdainful of mystery; 
but Maaike only retreated hastily into the hall, and her 
young mistress was obliged to follow and find out for 
herself. 

At the door was no more wonderful a personage than 
Cornelius Banker ; but he, too, had a mysterious air tbat 
afternoon ; and when Franzje asked, smiling, " What is 
it, Cornelius ? won't you come in ] " he merely beckoned 
her out into the porch, and not till she had come there to 
him would deliver his message. 

" Cornelia wants to know if you can meet her at the 
Gerritses' after tea ] Madame Gerritse told her to ask you. 
Evert can come too, if he likes, but we don't want Jan." 
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" Why do you want any of us 1 " questioned the girl ; 
'* is it a meeting of the Company 1 " 

" No ; but there's something you'll like to hear about ; 
mind you come — Mr. Vyvian wants you." 

Franzje drew herself up rather stiffly. " I am busy ; 
mother and I have work in hand to-day, Cornelius, thank 
you," she said. 

" Nonsense ; Keetje and Engelt will cry their eyes out 
if you don't come. It's no harm, I tell you — only some- 
thing new that M. Gerritse is helping to get up. 1 would 
not have broiled down here in the sun if I had thought 
you would have said no after all." 

" It was very good of you ; I will see if Evert would 
like to go," she said, relenting ; and with this half-accept- 
ance Cornelius was obliged to be content. 

Evert did wish to go, and overruled Franzje's scruples, 
which increased considerably on finding that her mother 
did not quite like the idea. 

"Anna is but a foolish idle maiden/' said the good 
housewife to her daughter ; " and the Gerritses are more 
. apt to take up with new-comers than your father and I 
can think wise. See how intimate they became with the 
Waldrons all at once ; and now they are making as much 
of this English colonel as if they had never seen his like 
before." 

" Perhaps they never had," said Franzje, not pertly, but 
as if the matter were one which perplexed her ; "there is a 
something, mother, in those English ofiicers which our 
young men have not. I don't quite know what it is." 

" They have got a polish on them, and perhaps look all 
the better for it, like our bed-posts when they have been 
well rubbed," replied Madame Ryckman, reflectively ; " but 
maybe one can judge better of a person who has not so 
much — who shows the grain of the wood, as it were, I 



would rather have Killian Barentse for a son than that 
young Mr. Vyvian." 

"And I would rather have him for a hrother," said 
Franzje readily; "but — " and then she stopped, and a 
blush overspread her face. 

" What are you doing with that seam, child ] '' said the 
mother, sharply, so sharply, that Franzje, who had been 
most tenderly nurtured, looked up in amazement. " You 
are sewing it all awry, and must unrip it again. Thai 
comes of letting your mind run after strangers with whom 
you have naught to do." ^ 

" I was not thinking of them till you began to speak 
of them, mother," rejoined the girl, with a sudden sense 
of injury which was perhaps natural in one who had been 
accustomed to so much indulgence. 

" Don't argue in that way," said Madame Eyckman, 
still severely ; " remember, you are only a child, as the 
Dominie says, and have to be taught your duty like other 
children. Unpick that seam at once, and see if you can 
do it better." 

Franzje hung down her stately head, and did as she 
was bidden ; but perhaps she had never felt more com- 
pletely a woman than at that moment. The sudden 
tightening of the easy rein in which she had been held 
all her life had come just at the wrong moment ; it 
formed such a sharp contrast to the deferential admiring 
tone which the English officers adopted towards her, that 
it forced her to -think about herself, to question if she 
were indeed such a child, and inspired her with a vague 
inclination for revolt, such as she had never felt before. 

At present she crashed this down as undutiful, and 
would have given up going to the Gerritses altogether if 
Evert had not pressed it. Madame Eyckman never could 
withstand her son's coaxing, and in this instance was all 
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the more inclined to yield because in her motherly heart 
a certain relenting had folloived upon her momentary 
harshness. *' She is such a good girl, I don't think the 
Dominie need fear for her," she said to herself. " I may 
as well let her go this once.'' 

Yet when Franzje came down after the early tea with a 
bright blue breast-knot illumining her sombre dress, 
Madame Eyekman, in accordance with her new ideas of 
duty, bade her take it off, and likewise put on her old 
hood and cape instead of her new ones. '* It is not neces- 
sary to bedizen one's self just to visit one's neighbours," 
she ended, with assumed displeasure; "and as you are 
not grown up, your dress can be of no consequence to 
anybody." 

" I don't mind what it is like, if only you will not be 
vexed with me, mother," said the poor child, with great 
tears rushing to her eyes ; and so carelessly did she cast 
aside the obnoxious bow, that her mother — convinced she 
was not quite given over to vanities — ^gave her a hearty 
kiss, and in quite a natural voice told her not to fret, that 
all would be well so long as she did as she was told, ai^d 
did not set up for a fine lady. 

But perhaps the admiration she received that evening 
would not have been quite so dangerous to her as it was, 
if this little bit of so-called " wholesome repression " had 
not been exercised previously. The best way to prevent 
a girl's being vain of her natural advantages is surely not 
to ignore them, or to endeavour to hide them, but to treat 
them as simple matters of course. To have it suddenly 
impressed on her at home that she was a mere child, 
and her appearance of no consequence to anybody, only 
made poor little Franzje all at once keenly alive to the 
fact that the English strangers treated her as a woman, 
and a very beautiful woman too. 



J^ranjjt's ^mi Piiratt. 77 

Adrian Gerritse's house was quite at the further end of 
the town, and besides the large garden, the grass-plot, and 
the well, which it had in common with all the other 
dwellings in Albany, was surrounded at the back by farm 
buildings, among which a large bam stood conspicuous. 

Much to the young Eyckmans* surprise, there was no 
one sitting in the portico, as was usual at this hour ; and 
when they entered the wide-open door no one was visible 
in the hall, and no voices were to be heard in the parlour. 
They were standing near the threshold in doubt and per- 
plexity — for neither knocker nor bell was to be found in 
the primitive mansion — when a consequential-looking old 
negress popped her head out of the kitchen, and said in a 
tone of friendly familiarity, "Just step out to de barn, 
my dears ; you'll find 'em all dere. We begun to be afraid 
you weren't coming, and such a syllabub as you would 
have missed ! I be going to make it as soon as ever de 
cows come home." 

"Mind it froths well," said Evert, laughing. "But 
what on earth have they gone to the barn fori Have 
they turned it into a withdrawing room for the English 
quality?" 

" Oh, dey*re up to all sorts of pranks," said the old 
woman, grinning ; " T haven't seen 'em so merry all dese 
years I've been wid 'em. The Dominie called here just 
now, but I asked him to step round another day; he 
could see for himself dat dere wasn't a soul inde house, 
and I couldn't send him out to de barn, you know. I 
expect he came to see what was going on, for he's not 
been nigh us above once since his last house- visit."^ 

" I wonder what we are to see," laughed Evert to his 

^ A visit paid by Dutch pastors to each householder among their 
flock just before Easter, the purpose being to invite him and his 
dependants to the Easter Communion. 
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sister, as they crossed the garden, and went through a side- 
door into the yard, " I don't think Colonel Trelawny can 
have been taken to the barn simply to look at the horses." 
Yet the Gerritses' barn was in itself something of a 
sight. It was a large wooden structure, about ninety feet 
long and fifty wide ; the walls not more than ten feet 
high, but the roof raised to a great height in the middle, 
and forming, by the help of cross-beams, and long poles 
stretched from one to the other, a sort of vast open loft 
for the reception of the summer crops. The building was 
raised nearly three feet from the groand, supported by 
large beams resting on stone, and down the middle of it 
ran from end to end a solid flooring of oak. On either 
side were stalls for cattle, arranged so that the creatures 
should stand with their backs to the wall, and their heads 
turned towards the threshing-floor; and though most of 
these were empty when the young Eyckmans entered, 
some fine horses and a few young heifers were in the 
stalls nearest the door, and stretched out their noses in a 
friendly way, as if expecting notice. The sweet fragrance 
of newly-stored hay seemed to pervade the building; 
busy martins skimmed about outside and in, as if they 
were as much at home there as the owners ; and altogether, 
in the dim October twilight, it seemed on first entrance 
completely a rural scene : but at the other end of the 
building a wonderful transformation had been effected. 
There the stalls had been removed, and a wooden stage 
erected, curtained in at each side and at the back, and 
artificially lighted by lanterns suspended from the roof 
Upon this moved about some figures, strangely apparelled ; 
and in front of it> at a little distance, had been placed a 
double row of benches, on which sat the Gerritses and a 
good many of their young neighbours, laughing and talk- 
ing in a lively excited way. 
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Ansa sprang up as she catight sight of fresh guests 
approaching, and came forward to meet them. " I am so 
glad you are come, you two," she said. "Is not this 
charming 1 " 

" What are they doing 1 " asked Evert stolidly, not 
altogether as if he were prepared to admire. 

" They are acting — pretending to be other people, you 
know j but this is only a sort of rehearsal, they haven't got 
up their parts yet," replied Anna, with the air of one who 
had been behind the scenes, and knew all about it. " You 
remember that little lean-to at the end of the bam, 
Franzje 1 we have made it into such a famous green-room, 
and cut a door through." 

" A green room ! what is that 1 " pursued the mystified 
Evert; "and who are those dressed-up people] The 
officers ? What makes them want to pretend to be any- 
one else 1 " 

Anna gave her shoulders a little shrug, which was a 
bad imitation of Eussell Vy vian's. " Did you never hear 
of a play before 1 You understand, don't you, Franzje 1 " 
<* Mr. Vy vian explained to me a little about plays once ; 
is it going to be Shakespeare 1 " 

" What's that ? '* said Anna, puzzled in her turn ; and 
then, before Franzje could answer, she added, " Come 
nearer the stage," and taking her hand, pulled her forward 
to the foremost row of benches. 

Madame Gerritse was sitting there in state, with two or 
threei young girls on either side of her. Franzje dropped 
a low curtsey to her, and was sitting down at the further 
end of the bench, without raising her eyes, when a voice, 
which seemed to come from the air, said, " How do you 
tio. Mademoiselle Eyckman ? You have more than kept 
your word. You promised to come and see our play, and 
now you are honouring even this poor attempt at a 
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rehearsal by your presence. I am afraid this dumb show 
will not answer your high expectations." 

Looking up, she saw she was addressed by one of the 
actors, who was leaning forward from the stage towards 
her, and talking over the heads of the regimental bands- 
men, who formed a sort of orchestra between the stage 
and the spectators. By the voice she knew it must be 
Mr. Vyvian, but otherwise she would scarcely have re- 
cognized him ; for he was dressed in a costume of Charles 
the Second's time, and a quantity of long curling hair, 
wn-powdered, covered his head and shoulders, while a 
sort of unnatural fairness had come over his dark com- 
plexion. 

She bowed gravely and courteously, but said nothing ; 
and seeing she had not courage to carry on a conversation 
in this prominent fashion, he bowed also and retired, re- 
appearing, however, in a moment, at the top of a small 
flight of steps at the side of the bam, which led down 
from the stage to the part occupied by the spectators. 

" We have just been trying on our dresses, which have 
come from Boston,*' he said, when he had reached Franzje's 
side ; " the 52nd have been giving theatrical representar 
tions there, but are now on the march, and so have made 
over to us some of their stage properties. The play is 
still in embryo ; but now that we have made fools of our- 
selves for a few minutes to please these good people," — 
this was said sotto voce, with a sly glance towards portly 
Madame Gerritse — " we are going to turn the remainder 
of to-night's entertainment into a miniature fancy ball. 
May I ask the honour of your hand for the first 
minuet 1 " 

"I do not know what it is, sir, ihank you," said 
Franzje, gravely. 

" It is a dance much in vogue at the English court, 



and in all good society," said the young officer, de- 
murely. " You will permit me the pleasure of teaching 
your' 

" It is not like the Indian dances, is it 1 " she asked, 
with a sudden rush of colour, called up hy the remem- 
brance of that dance of hers with the Mohawk children, 
which had made the Dominie so angry. 

" Not in the least," said Mr. Vy vian, with a gleam of 
amusement at her naivete ; " it is the most correct of all 
possible performances." 

Franzje . found it very difficult to tell whether Mr. 
Vyvian were speaking in jest or earnest ; but she had 
not much time to ponder over the matter, for there was a 
great stir around her at this moment. The actors — all in 
male costume of a picturesque character — had followed 
Mr. Vyvian's example, and were mingling with the spec- 
tators, and selecting each some favoured damsel as a com- 
panion in the dance. Anna was singled out by the 
handsome colonel, who assisted her up the steps with 
an air of half-mocking gallantry ; Cornelia and Engeltje 
followed with other officers, and as the couples increased, 
Franzje began to see that everybody was going to dance 
except Madame Gerritse and her husband, and Evert and 
Cornelius, for whom there seemed to be no partners left. 

" You do not mind our dancing, then, Madame 1 " she 
said, drawing near to her portly hostess for a moment, and 
speaking in a low voice. 

" Not at all," replied the stout dame^ placidly ; " it is 
an English fashion. The colonel tells me they dance at 
court, and in the most respectable circles." 

Franzje longed to ask if the Dominie would be likely 
to object : but in the first place, she knew that Madame 
Gerritse was scarcely to be depended on as a faithful ex- 
ponent of the Dominie's sentiments ; and, in the second, 

G 
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she was sure from Mr. Vyvim's face that he overheard 
her whispers, and she felt a shyness about mentioning the 
Dominie before him, after what he had said at the berry- 
gathering. 

So when the young adjutant offered his hand to lead 
her up to the stage, she accepted it gracefully, though with 
a little inward reluctance, and found herself conducted 
along a side passage to the green-room, which was full of 
young Albanian ladies and their partners, who were going 
through some preliminary, apparently, before passing on 
to the stage itself 

" See, Franzje,'* said Anna, rushing up to her, " we are 
each to wear one of these scarfs from Boston. Here is a 
rose-coloured one for you. Colonel Trelawny gave me first 
choice, so I have chosen a blue one, but you will like this 
just as well, won't you 1 " 

It was a broad silk sash of as bright a pink as could be 
had before our modem dyes were invented ; and though 
it looked rather out of place on Franzje's stuff dress, its 
hue "suggested rose-buds," as Mr. Vyvian whispered, 
and when tied across one shoulder in a fashion which the 
colonel had introduced, it was far from unbecoming. But 
would her mother have liked it 1 Franzje wondered. 

The dance which followed was a curious affair. The 
colonel acted the part of dancing-master most efficiently, 
and was ably seconded by Mr. Vyvian ; but the young 
Dutch maidens were not remarkable for either intelli- 
gence or grace, and Franzje and the little shy Engeltje , 
were the only two who performed their part in the minuet 
with marked success. 

Franzje's swan-like movements were full of uncon- 
scious ease and dignity, and as she began to enter into 
the spirit of the thing, her blue eyes brightened into 
splendour, and the soft colour in her cheeks deepened 



^xm^zB imi pinuet. 83 

to the sweetest carmine flush ; so that with the rosy 
scarf floating round her, she looked not unlike a picture 
of Aurora — at least, just sufficiently like to put the 
comparison into Mr. Vyvian's head. Fortunately he 
kept it to himself ; he had perception enough of Franzje's 
notions to feel that she would not consider herself com- 
plimented by being likened to a heathen goddess. 

The musicians played their best, and the dancing, such 
as it was, was kept up with spirit. Colonel Trelawjiy, 
finding minuets not successful, bethought himself of 
trying country dances, which proved to be better suited 
to the capacities of the rustic belles. After the first 
minuet he had decided to be only master of the cere- 
monies, and, giving Anna over to one of his subalterns, 
beckoned Evert on to the stage ; but Cornelius was still 
left among the spectators, and his round eyes watching 
the proceedings with a sort of stolid wonder not unmixed 
with contempt, were the one thing that detracted from 
Franzje^s sense of enjoyment. The grapes being out of 
reach, he decided that they were sour ; and though he had 
been the very one to bring Franzje there, he now seemed 
to express by his countenance a sort of sullen disapproval 
of the part she was taking in the prevailing gaiety. 

Once, when she was resting f >r a few moments on a 
bench at the side of the stage, he drew near to it — getting 
past the bandsmen — and said in a gruff way, " Killian is 
reading Hebrew with the Dominie this evening. Madame 
Gerritse asked him, but he would not come." 

" I dare say he likes the Hebrew best," she returned 
quietly. 

" That doesn't seem to be your case." 

'' I haven't had the choice offered me," she said, with 
a smile. 

" But you like all this jumping about ? " 

2 
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" The dancing ? Yes, I like it very much." 

The sweet frank tone, the unabashed glance of the blue 
pyes, seemed to astonish the Dutch boy. Franzje's 
innocent taste for enjoyment appeared to him incon-^ 
sistent witli her learning, and her position as the 
Dominie's favourite. 

Mr. Vyvian, who had been Franzje's partner from the 
first, came up at that moment to claim her once more. 
" Well, my young friend," he said, patronizingly to Cor- 
nelius, " so you despise dancing ? Are you waiting for 
the afflatua to come upon you — that * sacred rapture ' that 
you talked of?" 

" There isn't a girl for me to dance with," said Cor- 
nelius, grumpily. 

"Try Major Berkeley's partner; he has just retired 
behind the scenes, worn out." 

" Not 1 1 she dances like a pig. If the girls could sit 
where I sat, and see themselves, they wouldn't be such 
fools again in a hurry — turning about like great pump- 
kins that have been set rolling." 

"Do you make no exceptions?" said Mr. Vyvian, 
with a little arcli bow towards Franzje. 

" Oh, Franzje's not so bad. — I say, will you dance 
with me, Franzje, if I come up on the stage?" 

"Remember that you belong to me this evening, 
Mademoiselle," put in Mr. Vyvian, hastily, his dark 
eyes gleaming at her strangely from under the over- 
hanging cloud of light brown hair, and a sort of right 
of possession in his tone. 

" And / have a petition to advance," said the colonel 
gallantly. "I think it is your turn now to be master 
of the ceremonies, Vyvian, and mine to enjoy myself. 
Permit me, Mademoiselle Eyckman." 

" I should like to diemce with Cornelius^ please, if 
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yoa will let him come up on the stage/' she said, 
gently. 

"With that lout!" said the colonel, in surprise, as 
Cornelius, waiting for no permission, ran round to the 
steps. 

" He has been sitting still, and it is so dull for him," 
she said. 

" And evidently you prefer native produce to imported 
articles," said Mr. Vyvian, laughing ; "thow do you pro- 
pose to teach our young friend his steps ? " 

" Yes, what will you do with your Caliban when you 
have got him 1 " continued the colonel. 

" Try to spirit him along in Ariel's fashion, if I were 
not too clumsy myself," she answered gaily. 

Colonel Trelawny arched his eyebrows, and glanced at 
Eussell Vyvian; it was a surprise to him to find an 
Albanian young lady who understood an allusion to the 
"Tempest." 

'^ I shall sit and watch the process," said he, dropping 
on to the bench from which Franzje was rising. 

" I shall stand and watch it," said Mr. Vyvian ; but he 
saw a bright indignant glow mount in Franzje's cheek, 
and instead of carrying out his intention, he went and 
took pity on the. awkward damsel whoin Cornelius had 
likened to a pig, and led her to a place opposite to that 
which Franzje and her partner were taking. 

If the girls danced like pumpkins, Cornelius danced 
like a sack of potatoes, and spite of Franzje's careful 
prompting, made so many mistakes, that his performance 
elicited continual laughter, his own sister Cornelia's giggle 
being heard among the loudest. 

" Do you call that manners 1" said he crossly to Franzje. 
" I am sure the last meeting of our Company was much 
pleasanter than this." 
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'^ It is the girls that laugh so," she answered apologeti- 
cally j " they make much more noise than the officers ; I 
wish they would not." 

" Are you all ready for the catechising to-morrow 1 " he 
asked suddenly. 

'' Quite ! " said she, astonished at the introduction of 
this suhject 

'< I'm not ; I think I must go home and finish learning 
that chapter of Genesis. If only I can get Keetje and 
Engelt to come away 1 " 

" Is it late 1 " said Franzje, with whom time had passed 
unnoticed. 

*' I heard Madame Gerritse say half an hour ago that it 
was past eight o'clock." 

To Franzje's primitive mind this seemed a very dissi- 
pated hour indeed, though a modern young lady would 
think it a much more natural hour to begin dancing than 
to leave offl " Oh, thea indeed I must go ! " she said. 
" Just cross over and tell Evert so for me. Mother bade 
us not be late." 

Evert when summoned, declared there was no hurry, 
and the officers remonstrated vehemently against any one's 
leaving the dance; but Franzje was firm. How could 
treats like this be enjoyed safely if they were allowed to 
lead to undutifuluess to parents ? 

She divested herself of her rosy scarf more gaily than 
she had put it on, and with curtseys and thanks to Colonel 
Trelawny and Madame Gerritse, took her way out of the 
barn, followed by the unwilling Jlvert ; while Cornelius 
was left with the unlearnt chapter of Genesis on his 
mindj^to wait the pleasure of the giddy Cornelia. 

But as the brother and sister passed through the house, 
the old cook insisted on their pausing to eat some corn-cakes 
made after a particular recipe of her own — though sylla- 



bub, and some other light refreshments, had been handed 
round during the intervals of dancing. 

** What would missis say if I let you go out of de house 
widout one bit of supper?" gabbled she. "Mamselle 
Eyekman, you right to keep good hours ; don't let dem 
young English gentlemen turn your head. Dey're sure to 
talk nonsense to you, 'cause you're a pretty one ; but 
don't you tink too much of what dey say." 



CHAPTEK VII. 

The regiment attended morning service every Sunday at 
the Episcopal Church in Albany.; and the incumbent — 
Dr. Ogilvie, who eiyoyed a tolerable salary from the 
English government as " chaplain to the Indians," but 
really had very little to say to the Indians at all except 
when they flocked into the town for their Easter Com- 
munion — was not sorry for the addition to his rather 
scanty congregation, though the behaviour of some of the 
officers was nqt quite so reverent — or, to use his own 
word, " decorous " — as he could have desired. However, 
on the Sunday following the dance in the Gerritses' barn 
— which had been kept up long alter Eranzje and Evert 
left it — very few of the officers accompanied the soldiers 
to Church ; some mysterious indisposition seemed to have 
taken possession of them, which made it desirable for 
them to linger in bed, or dawdle over their breakfast; 
and various excuses were devised for non-attendance at 
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chuich-parade, the colonel himself setting the example of 
absenteeism, and leaving his place to be Med by the 
senior major. But in the afternoon the invalids revived, 
and might be seen strolling forth in pairs by the river 
side, or lolling out of the windows of the houses in which 
they were billeted, and chatting with those of the passers- 
by whose respect for " the Sabbath " did not cause them 
to look upon idle gossip as one of the things prohibited 
by the Fourth Commandment. 

Most of the Albanians, however, had gone to the Cate- 
chising, and the bell of the English Church was booming 
forth a summons to three-o'clock Evensong, when Mr. 
Gardiner, the young ensign who had accompanied Eussell 
Vyvian to the berry-picking, stopped just outside the 
Bankers' house, and accosted the adjutant, who was sitting 
on the parlour window-sill smoking. 

" I say, Vyvian," he began, " I think I shall go to 
Church, as I did not go in the morning j will you come 
with me 1" 

" No, thank you ; I have just scandalized my worthy 
host by anouncing my intention of making an expedition 
to the woods. He went off to his prayers in a state of 
internal combustion, the signs of which were only too 
visible in his puffy countenance." 

" Suppose we look in at the Dutch Tabernacle, and see 
how he is getting on. Seriously, I have rather a curiosity 
to hear that Dominie of theirs hold forth ; but I daren't 
face him by myself, particularly as I shall have lost so 
many heads of his discourse by not getting there in time. 
Come along, there's a good fellow." 

" It's Catechising in the afternoon," said Mr. Vyvian, 
yawning ; " my young friend Cornelius has been gabbling 
over something which he said was the Dutch for Sodom 
and Gomorrah, in preparation for it. "No, if I go any- 
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where I'll go to Church ; I was always brought up to a 
veneration for Church and King." 

" I didn't know you had got such a thing as veneration 
in you, except for Lady Mary," said Mr. Gardiner, allud- 
ing to his friend's mother, a good and noble woman. 

" Well, for her sake I have a certain lurking respect 
for all that is good, even though it be a little dull. Yes, 
let us go to Church. Just wait two minutes, and Pll be 
with you." 

He got up and put aside his pipe, and presently issued 
forth in his best regimentals — officers did not think of 
wearing plain clothes in those days — ^looking very hand- 
some and very spruce, and carrying a large Prayer-Book 
which his mother had given him. 

They strolled along the pavement leisurely, though the 
bell was giving its last stroke ; and as they turned into the . 
cross- street which led up to the church, and were passing 
the door of the Dutch chapel, Mr. Gardiner arrested his 
companion's steps. 

** Do let us look in here," he said, " and see what they 
are all about." 

Eussell was going to object, but it occurred to him 
suddenly that he should like to see whether Frauzje were 
there, and so he yielded to the suggestion and went in. 

Franzje was the first person who caught his eye on 
entering. She was standing at one end of a semicircle con- 
sisting half of maidens and half of lads, who were gathered 
in front of the Dominie's pulpit, and were evidently, as. 
the young ensign whispered, being "put through their 
facings" by him. She did not look like the floating 
Aurora now ; her dress was of the soberest, her hands 
folded together, her bright hair smoothed down demurely 
under a white hood. But the upturned face was quite a 
study in its intentness, and she was so quaintly lovely in 



her Sunday apparel and with her good-child expression, 
that Mr. Vyvian forgot all about the English service, and 
drawing his companion into a pew near the door, pro- 
fessed himself content to remain and listen. 

Franqe did not see them, but the Dominie did instantly, 
and a restless glance flashed out upon them from under 
his powerful brows, though he did not pause even for a 
second in what he was saying. One or two of the lads 
turned round to gaze at them stolidly, but were imme- 
diately recalled to attention by a question from their 
pastor ; and though some of the older people in the pews 
near them showed a little sense of discomfort at their 
presence, it might have done no harm, had not the Do- 
minie happened to look rather pointedly towards them 
when he was impressing upon his youthful audienee the 
exceeding wickedness of the city from which righteous 
Lot escaped. 

" l*m Sodom, and you*re Gomorrah, evidently," whis- 
pered Mr. Vyvian to his brother officer, catching by in- 
stinct the drift of the Dominie's discourse, though unable 
to follow it word by word ; and the Dutch lads seemed to 
think 80 too, for they all turned their heads round for a 
stare at the red-coated intruders. Then the lasses, not 
unnaturally, must needs look to see what the boys were 
looking at; and though Kussell Vyvian was not sorry, 
since it gave him a sudden glimpse of Franzje's ftdl face 
instead of her profile, the proceeding was to the last 
extent exasperating to the Dominie. With a stern word 
and sterner gesture he recalled the little band to order, 
and kept their attention by a shower of questions ad- 
dressed first to one and then to another with a quickness 
which seemed to send the slow young intellects to the 
right-about, and brought forth nothing but a set of con- 
fused and hopelessly irrelevant answers. 
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Franzje was the only one who preserved her presence 
of mind, but the silvery tones were low, and seemed to 
tremble a little, and the Dominie bade her speak louder, 
and then chid her for not immediately obeying. Eussell 
saw the red lips close firmly on one another, and guessed 
something of the struggle which was going on in the 
young heart ; but he was not prepared for the clear, ring- 
ing sweetness of the voice which at leugth gave the 
answer for which the Dominie was waiting. Even Dutch 
was musical in those accents, he thought ; but they did 
not seem to melt the heart of M. Freylinghausen, who 
saw in Franzje's transparent face a sort of consciousness 
of the Englishmen's presence, and was more annoyed 
with her for it than was perhaps quite reasonable. He 
went on with his catechising more slowly again, giving 
the heavy lads time to recover their faculties, but his eye 
seemed to rest sternly on Franzje and her female com- 
panions ] and once, when he saw a glance of intelligence 
pass between Cornelia and her, at something which the 
young people took as a side hit at the dissipations intro- 
duced by the officers, he rebuked both girls authorita- 
tively, and perhaps all the more unsparingly because he 
divined that the presence of the young English gentlemen 
made the public reproof especially humiliating. 

Cornelia twisted her shoulders, and looked more pert 
than she had ever dared to look before within range of 
the Dominie's eyes; probably in any other place she 
would even have ventured on a saucy rejoinder. Franzje 
drooped her stately head with a kind of proud, grave 
humility, which made Eussell feel savage, and long to 
take up arms in her defence. Nevertheless, the Dominie 
was much more inwardly perturbed at Franzje's demean- 
our than at Cornelia's. He knew he could crush Keetje's 
pertness any day, if he took the trouble ; but Franzjo's 
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proud submission gave him a sense of something uncon- 
quered within her, with which it was more difficult to 
deal. He could not read the expression of the resolutely 
drooped eyes now, as he had so often read it before, when 
after a reproof they had been raised to him swimming in 
tears, but full of trusting filial appeal ; it seemed as if she 
were no longer quite his own child to do with just as he 
liked, but rather as if she were withdrawing part of her 
mind from his allegiance — submitting still, it is true, but 
with a mental reservation. 

A little sadness mingled with the sternness when he 
spoke to her next, and if he could have known how 
Franzje's h^art throbbed when she detected the change of 
tone, he would certainly not have despaired of her j but 
her face told nothing, and he brought the lesson to a close 
in a dissatisfied mood, meditating; how he could keep the 
English officers out of his church for the future. 
• When he went to the vestry, M. Eyckman followed him, 
and one or two other elders bustled in after him with 
rather an important air, as if they had something very 
particular to communicate. Meantime the congregation 
left the building ; and as Madame Eyckman had stayed 
at home that afternoon, there was no duenna to daunt Mr. 
Vyvian, and prevent his walking beside Franzje if he 
liked. He was waiting for her outside the door — alone, 
for Mr. Gardiner had joined Cornelia — and greeted her in 
a bright, familiar, yet not disrespectful tone, as if he felt 
himself already almost an old acquaintance. 

Ke did not make any allusion to what he had just seen 
and heard, but talked over the preceding evening, and 
brought in a delicate compliment here and there, in a way 
which was rather soothing to a little girl who had just 
been publicly snubbed. He was very pleasant and friendly 
to her brothers, too, and she quite wished Jan would not 



liave answered him in such a short, bearish tone. Jan 
was a good hoy, very good, and answered much better at 
the catechising than Evert ; but certainly Evert's manners 
were far pleasanter — far more like Mr. Vyvian's, Franzje 
thought Already Mr. Vyvian was becoming a kind of 
standard to her. 

They had not gone far, and were but just beginning 
thoroughly to enjoy their chat, when a voice behind them 
called, ** Franzje I Eranzje I " and she stopped abruptly and 
turned round. 

"Who wants youl" said Mr. Vyvian, turning also. 
" Oh, the Dominie ! Has he all the young demoiselles of 
Albany at his beck and call ] " 

"It was my father,'* said Franzje ; " that is he walking 
with the Dominie. See, he is beckoning to me ; I must 
go back." 

She made a little hurried curtsey, and retraced her steps 
till she had joined her father and the minister, who were 
walking very slowly and talking together. Mr. Vyvian 
watched her quick, youthful, and yet not undignified pace. 
" She has still the instinct of running when she is called, 
like a child," he said to himself ; " I wonder exactly how 
much of the child and how much of the woman there is 
underneath that precocious beauty. If she were but more 
becomingly dressed, she would be the very type of beau- 
tiful girlhood ; even my mother would not be able to ' 
see a fault in her." 

He did not attempt to follow her, not having courage 
to face the Dominie and his elder in what seemed to be 
their present mood, but strolled along with Evert, and 
finally enticed him for a walk upon the river bank, while 
Jan ran off without even saying good-day. 

Franzje was left to pace along soberly by her father's 
side till they reached the Manse, and then was told to 
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come in there Tvith him, tbougli no explanation was 
given as to why he desired her presence. He had merely 
nodded in answer to her " Do you want me, father ? " 
when she £rst joined him, and had gone on talking to the 
Dominie ; so she could only conclude that she had been 
summoned in order to prevent Mr. Vyvian's walking with 
her. 

They went into the Dominie's study, and he and M. 
Ryckman seated themselves at the table, and began to 
look over some papers together, and discuss something 
about the admission of new " Church-members " the 
following Easter. Franzje sat down in the window-seat, 
not wholly uninterested, because she was anxious to 
know whether the Dominie meant to admit her as a 
Church-member — but feeling herself rather de trap, and 
wondering at intervals how Mr. Vyvian and the boys were 
getting on together, and what he had thought of the 
rebukes she had got from the Dominie that afternoon. 

Presently, some words of M. Freylinghausen's startled 
her into fuller attention. " On one thing I have quite 
determined," he was saying ; " that no one shall be ad- 
mitted as a Church-member who takes any part in the 
worldly amusements which these young Englishmen are 
introducing. My people shall choose whom they will 
serve — God or the devil • I will have no trying to reconcile 
both services." 

M. Ryckman made a doubtful murmur, something be- 
tween assent and dissent, which only set the Dominie off 
on a more elaborate explanation of his* intentions. Franzje 
listened, amazed, doubtful, almost rebellious — the old .old 
conflict between Puritan principles and natural instincts 
going on within her. Were all amusements wrong except 
exactly such as had been common at Albany hitherto ? Had 
the dance she had joined in the night before really made 



her unfit' for the Easter Communion 1 were youthful 
spirits and laughter, and hright colours, and gay music, 
indeed displeasing to God ? Was Mr. Vyvian wicked, he- 
cause he liked acting plays and doing things that Killian 
and his compeers never dreamed of 1 Some inward voice 
cried out No ! no !' to all these questions ; her heart heat 
with a rapid pulse, her face glowed under the white hood* 
her little feet — cased in ugly thick shoes — ^began an im- 
patient pit-a-pat on the floor; she was almost ready to 
speak out, and assert an opinion of her own, there in the 
Dominie's very sanctum! 

And all the while he never so much as glanced towards 
her. 

M. Ryckman, who was calm and cautious, was not al- 
together carried along by the Dominie's zeal. ** I have 
heard the Schuylers say that social amusements of a more 
lively character than those to which we have been accus- 
tomed are not altogether to be condemned," he said ; " I 
am not sure that if all well-meaning people withdraw their 
countenance from these officers, they may not do more 
harm than if tolerated to a certain extent, and kept with- 
in the bounds of moderation' by the advice of prudent 
persons." 

"Do you flatter yourself that Colonel Trelawny, or 
that light-minded young adjutant, are in the least in- 
clined to take advice from you?'* asked the Domiilie 
sarcastically. 

" I don't see why they should not," said Franzje, sud- 
denly firing up, both for her father's sake and Mr. 
Vyvian's. 

The Dominie just looked at her with a sort of lofty 
surprise, and went on as if he had not heard. " I tell 
yon, Eyckman, that these Englishmen make a god of 
their amusement : and you can no more hope to confine it 
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within reasonable bounds by your counsel than you might 
hope to dam up the Hudson by sinking a few hedge- 
stakes. Those who lend themselves to their wishes — the 
Bankers and the Gerritses more particularly — will have 
cause to rue it. Remember my words a year hence, and 
see if they have not then come true.'* 

" What would you have, Dominie 1" rejoined M. Ryek- 
man, with rather a perplexed air. " I invite none of them 
to my house ; but must we needs keep away from all the 
houses where they are to be met t It is true, I am as well 
content to smoke my pipe at home as with my neighbours ; 
but it seems hard upon the young people to be so restrained." 

" Hard, to keep them from evil ; hard, to keep them 
pure; hard, to save their souls for God!" said the 
Dominie earnestly. " Eli's sons would perhaps have 
thought it hard if he had checked them in their sin- 
ful pleasures ; yet wherefore came the wrath of God 
upon him ? Because his sons made themselves vile, and 
he restrained them not. Was it better to let them 
have their way ? Did it seem better in that day when 
Hophni and Phinehas died both of them ? Nay, bad 
they not brought woe upon the whole nation % was not 
the Ark of God taken 1 The sins, of individuals may 
bring danger to the whole Church:" 

It was impossible not to be impressed with the fiery 
energy with which the Pastor spoke ; the strength of his 
convictions gave a degree of force to his manner which 
exercised a well-nigh irresistible sway over the half- 
convinced mind of his elder. But Frauzje, while grant- 
ing fully that if the pleasures the ofl&cers were setting on 
foot were sinful, then it was the right and true and loyal 
part to keep away from them, could not lay the ghost of 
a doubt as to whether this were indeed the case — whether 
the Dominie were not condemning from hearsay things 



which, had he seen them, would have appeared to him 
innocent enough. 

" We let our Franzje and Evert go to the Gerritses* last 
evening," said good Baas Ryckman, with a glance towards 
his daughter ; *^ I thought it had been a harmless merry- 
making enough, from what they told us of it, but young 
folks are not the best judges, no doubt. I suppose we had 
better keep them away for the future — eh, Dominie V 

" Certainly," said the Dominie, gravely. 

Franzje turned her face to the window, and struggled 
with herself. It did, it would seem hard to be cut off by 
a word from all that she had so enjoyed, and had meant 
to enjoy for the future ; to see her father content to abridge 
his children's pleasure merely because the Dominie stigma- 
tized as ' wicked ' amusements which he had not seen, and 
of which therefore he could not fairly judge. And yet, 
and yet — ^was not the Dominie always right 1 was it not 
the wildest presumption to think that he could be mis- 
taken and prejudiced, that her father could be wrong in 
submitting implicitly to his guidance ? 

She did not see that there was another side to the ques- 
tion ; that it was not necessary to suppose the Dominie 
in&llible in order to submit cheerfully to his decrees; 
that it might be that he and her father were wrong — and 
yet that her part all the same was to obey, that the sacri- 
iices of obedience are never lost, even though they may 
be in themselves unessential. In after years, when Franzje 
thought all over the matter, she used to date the begin- 
ning of her mistakes from that Sunday afternoon, on which 
she had put aside the simple question, " What is my duty, 
the Dominie's and my father's decision being what it is 1 " 
and had perplexed herself with thoughts of what was 
their duty, and whether they were really acting in the 
best and wisest way. 

H 
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She hardly heard the next few words of her father and 
the pastor, so fall was she of her own thoughts, hut was 
roused hy M. Byckman's getting up to go. 

"Well, good-day, Dominie," he said, as he prepared to 

depart ; '^ I am on your side, of course, whatever happens ; 

and we must see if we cannot hring our townsfolk to reason." 

** Good-day," replied the Dominie, in a friendly and 

satisfied tone, holding out his hand as he spoke. 

Franzje rose and curtsied, hut hefore she could utter 
any verhal feurewell, the Dominie turned away, and hegan 
arranging the papers on the table. 

So he was going to let her leave his house without one 
word of good-bye ! Her heart swelled, her lips quivered, 
but she followed her father mutely to the door, and they 
were half way home hefore she spoke. 

" Father," she said timidly at last, ^'^tm are not vexed 
with me, are you 1 " 

'^ 1^0, except that you should not have spoken just now 
when the Dominie asked if I thought the officers would 
take my advice ; it was not your part to interrupt." 

" But I could not bear the Dominie's tone. Father ; it 
seemed to disparage you and the officers both." 

" * Could not bear,' — that is a new way of speaking for 
thee, little one. Tut, tut, thou must be a good child, 
and not fancy thou knowest better than the Dominie, but 
be content to hold thy tongue, and sit at home with thy 
mother, and think no more of these officers." 

" I don't think of them, — not in any wrong way, I 
mean — and we didn't do anything wrong at the Gerritses' ; 
if the Dominie had asked me, I would have told him all 
about it ; at least — " for she suddenly remembered her 
promise to Mr. Vyvian not to betray his theatrical plans 
— " I would have described to him the dancing and every- 
thing I joined in." 



" Dancing I ay, that is just what the Dominie objects 
to ; and from what Elder Jansen told him, it seems it was 
kept up long after you two were at home and in bed. I 
wish I had thought to tell him that you came away in 
decent time, but even that would not have made him 
think it right for you to be there. You must keep away 
from all such merry-makings for the future ; you under- 
stand that, I hope, my Franzje 1 " 

'^ Father, you would not have said so if it had not been 
for the Dominie." 

There was some bitterness in her tone, and the worthy 
elder turned round and looked at her in surprise. 

*' Softly, softly, Franzje ! " he said, admonishingly. 

She fell a little behind him, and was silent again, all 
sorts of contrary emotions fighting a battle within her. 

When they reached their own door, she said in quite 
an altered voice, "Father, why wouldn't the Dominie 
speak to me 1 " 

" He is disappointed in you, child, I think ; but never 
mind, be a good girl, and it will all come right." 

The words in the glen came back to her — " You, at 
least, child, must never give me cause for displeasure," — 
spoken in that strange appealing tone. Already she had 
given him cause, or at least he thought so ; he was dis- 
appointed in her, her father said ; the still loyal heart 
thrilled with pain at the thought. 

" Father, I am sorry now," she said j ** let me go back 
and tell the Dominie so. I sha'n't be able to go to sleep 
to-night if I think he has not forgiven me." 

" Best not trouble him now, my girl, had you ? " said 
her father, irresolutely. 

" Oh, I don't think he will mind ; I will not stay long. 
Father, I can't rest till I think he is not angry with me, 
and that he will let me be a Church-member at Easter." 

H 2 
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M. Ryckman said no more ; and taking silence for con- 
sent, Franzje turned and walked back quickly in the 
direction from whicli they had come, a sudden rush of 
earnest remorseful devotion to her pastor filling her heart, 
and leaving no room for the questioning criticising thoughts 
which had troubled her such a little while before. She 
had not gone very far, however, before she met Mr. 
Vyvian and her brother, returning from their stroll. 

" Where are you going in such a hurry, Franz 1 " said 
Evert, stopping her as she was trying to pass them. 

" What have you done with your father and the revered 
Dominie r' struck in Mr. Vyvian before she had found 
words to reply. 

Oh, if she had only had courage to say straight out, " 1 
am going back to M. Freylinghausen now, you will find 
my father at home 1 " but the sneer in Mr. Vyvian*s tone 
as he mentioned the pastor made her feel doubly shy and 
embarrassed, and she merely faltered, '^I have just left 
my father ; I am going a little way up the street,^' and 
again tried to pass on. 

" 111 come with you," said Evert, turning ; and to her 
dismay, Mr. Vyvian must needs turn too, and walk beside 
her. 

He was very agreeable, even more so perhaps than he 
had been when her father had called her away from him ; 
but his presence was torture to Franzje just now. If she 
had been less unsophisticated, and had had more of the 
assurance of a modem young lady, she would have known 
perhaps how to get rid of him ; but spite of her womanly 
appearance, she was but a child in many points still, and 
could think of no courteous mode of implying that she 
would rather be without him. 

They were nearing the pastor's house, and she was be- 
ginning to form a desperate resolution of avowing that to 
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be her destmatlon, when who should come forth but the 
Dominie himself I He seldom went out after the Sonday 
services were over, unless some sick person happened to 
send for him, so Franzje had never reckoned on such a 
contingency ; and the notion of what he would think at 
seeing her again with Mr. Vyvian, and without her father, 
flashed upon her with a sudden shock. 

In another minute they had met face to face ; and 
though he uttered no word of surprise or annoyance, 
Franzje knew by the hard expression of his mouth and 
eyes that he had judged and condemned her, and that 
nothing but a &ank aud prompt explanation could remove 
the false impression that he had conceived. And how 
was she to give that, with Mr. Yyvian standing by ? 

" Where have you left your father, Franzje ? " inquired 
the Dominie, when he had exchanged a stifif greeting with 
the young officer. 

" He is at home, Sir,'* she answered in a quiet con- 
strained voice. 

" And you have not had walking enough, it seems?" 

" Oh yes, I was not going any further ; at least — " and 
there she paused. " Only to the Manse," was the real end 
of the sentence ; but something between timidity and 
pride prevented her from uttering it 

" Then perhaps you will turn with me," pursued the 
Dominie, gravely ; " I am going past your house." 

Oh ! if Mr. Vyvian and EVert would only have gone 
on and left her with the Dominie, all might yet have 
been well ; but Eussell firmly believed that by deserting 
her he should leave her exposed to the full outpouring of 
the Dominie's wrath, and therefore determined to accom- 
pany her to her door, no matter what hints he might 
receive to depart. He would not even walk behind or 
before with £vert, but resolutely kept his ground beside 
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her ; and as the Dominie walked closely on the other side, 
Evert found himself of no account^ and was perhaps 
almost as uncomfortable as any of the party. 

Mr. Yyyian made a few nonchalant efforts to keep up 
a conversation, which were rather baulked by Franzje's 
monosyllables and the Dominie's dry rejoinders. As for 
Evert^ he could not think of a word to say. Oh, what a 
long way it seemed to M. Byckman's door ! 

Franzje had a lingering hope that the Dominie would 
come in with her, or would wait at any rate till Mr. 
Vyvian had taken leave, and so give her the chance of a 
confidential word with him. She no longer felt the im- 
pulse to open her heart to him, which she had felt when 
she set out for his house ; her whole soul was chilled by 
the harshness of his manner ; but something she might 
and would have said if the opportunity had been given 
her. It was, however, denied her, in this way. As they 
approached the house, the Dominie turned suddenly to 
Evert, who was lagging behind a little. " I cannot come 
in," he said, " I have to proceed further. Go on before 
us, if you please, and ask your father to come to the door. 
I have a word to say to him." 

Evert obeyed ; and the father, with a long pipe in his 
mouth, made his appearance in the door-way just as they 
reached the steps. The Domiuie ascended them solemnly, 
still by Franzje's side ; while Mr. Vyvian stood below, 
waiting to catch a parting look from her if possible before 
she disappeared. 

^* I have brought your daughter home, Eyckman ; keep 
watch over her for the future," said the pastor sternly ; 
and then, before the slow Dutchman or the astonished 
girl could speak, he hurried away, and was seen striding 
off down the street at an unusually rapid pace. 

Mr. Vyvian lingered for one graceful bow, which 
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Franzje scarcely retnmed, and for a half-comical half- 
supercilious smile, which she did not return at all ; and 
then he too turned away in the opposite direction, and 
Franq'e followed her father into the house. 

"What is it ahout, my girl? what have you been 
doing ) " said M. Eyckman, removing his pipe for a mo- 
ment) and pufiSng out a volume of smoke as he did so. 

Franiy'e drew up her head with the air of an offended 
queen, " I have done nothing/' was all she said, was all 
she covM say at the moment ; and then she went slowly 
up the stairs, and into her own room. 

Her father looked after her with a puzzled, dissatisfied 
air ; then he glanced round for £ver1^ meaning to question 
him, but Evert had disappeared ; so he put his pipe be- 
tween his lips again, and with a muttered '* I will get the 
wife to find outi what is amiss, and set it to rights," 
enveloped himself in clouds of fragrant tobacco, and 
mightily soothed himself thereby. 

Perhaps he would scarcely have taken the matter so 
placidly, however, if he had heard the agony of sobs into 
which Franzje broke when she was safe within the shelter 
of her room. A terrible feeling of shame, of humilia- 
tion, overwhelmed her, and yet her innocence asserted 
itself indignantly against it. ''She had done no harm, 
the Dominie had misjudged her ; it was very hard, very 
unjust." But still aU the time her heart cried out to him 
with something of the old filial devotion ; his hard judge- 
ment of her was so unbearable, just because her reverence 
for him was so great. But could they ever go back to 
the old happy relations after what had passed that day 3 
In her strong youthful tempest of misery, Framye 
thought not 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 
^ (Kl^rtstmas (Sift. 

Autumn had gone by, and winter had come ; the Hudson 
was frozen over, and skating and sleighing were the order 
of the day ; the Albanian youths were in the highest 
spirits, and prided themselves on outdoing the English 
officers by their prowess on the ice ; and the Albanian 
maidens went about wrapped in furs, looking very bloom- 
ing and bright, and showing themselves by no means in- 
sensible to the charms of a moonlit drive along the frozen 
river, with the sleigh bells tinkling a refrain to their ani- 
mated remarks. All this belonged to Albanian manners, 
and was not frowned on by the elders ; nay, even a grand 
stolen supper at the King's Arms, in which some of the 
most daring of the youths indulged towards Christmas 
time, was winked at by the civic authorities as a mere 
youthful folly, and allowed to escape punishment. Such 
things were wont to happen on winter nights, " it had 
always been so," and the good folks of Albany knew how 
to be indulgent to freaks which had been common to their 
fathers before them; but the new diversions introduced 
by the English regiment stood upon different grounds. It 
was quite strange and wrong, according to their primitive 
notions, that a sleighing-expedition should be wound up 
by a dance instead of a friendly tea at some hospitable 
mansion along the river ; and the announcement of a play 
which was to be performed in the Gerritses' barn during 
the first week of the new year, excited the greatest sur- 
prise and misgiving among all the respectable citizens. 
Most of them did not clearly know what a " play ** meant. 
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80 a spice of cariosity was mingled with their alarm ; 
and even some of those who were perfectly convinced that 
they should not like it, and quite ready to say, " Yes, yes, 
to be sure, Dominie," when their pastor denounced the 
intended diversion, cherished a secret wish to see the 
spectacle, and judge for themselves whether it were indeed 
at once so bewitching and so wicked as it was represented 
to be. It happened that M. Eyckman had to go to New 
York on business, just as the play began to be publicly 
talked about, and therefore he did not hear so much of 
the Dominie's views on the subject as he would other- 
wise have done; but his worthy spouse echoed her 
pastor's sentiments with true feminine fidelity, and for- 
bade her children to say a word about the play in her 
hearing, or entertain an idea of going to it. 

Franzje had been kept avtray from all dances that had 
been deliberately planned, but had come in for one which 
had been got up impromptu at the close of a sleighing- 
expedition, and had found a strange mixture of excite- 
ment and unhappiness in joining for once in an amuse- 
ment of which she now knew the Dominie most distinctly 
disapproved. Life had become wonderfully changed for 
her since the Christmas of the year before ; then it was 
with a calm untroubled heart that she had listened for 
the echoes of the angels' song, and her only anxiety had 
been as to whether the Dominie would like a Christmas 
present, on which she had been bestowing much time and 
pains ; now she would not have ventured to ask him to 
accept any such offering, and though she lent her voice 
to the Christmas hymns, it was with a sad misgiving that 
she was not worthy to sing them, that she had perhaps 
begun, as the Dominie said, to ''love the world," and 
was not pure enough to stand even in thought by the 
Manger Cradle. And yet that world, how attractive it 



106 ^omxaz ^tt^fixqljiwxBtn. 

was, how innocent it seemed to one who was ready to 
enjoy it innocently 1 What did it mean but a little 
amusement, a little novelty, a little admiration and en- 
conragement, a little new wonderful unexpected love) 
Yes, love, for she felt now, though she never put it to 
herself in so many words, why Mr. Yyvian's dark eyes 
softened into reverential tenderness sometimes as they 
looked at her, why his light tones grew eainest when he 
talked to her ; she knew that though in the Dominie's 
judgment she was wicked and worldly and undeserving 
of notice, in that of Mr. Yyvian, she was peerless in 
innocence, stainless as a saint, his very ideal of perfect 
maidenhood, the brightest and noblest influence, so he 
said, of his whole life. She had been feeling this in- 
stinctively for some time, and on Christmas Day he made 
her sure of it. 

There was no Catechising that afternoon, and it was 
rather the custom for people to pay each other friendly 
visits, drink coffee together, and exchange the compli- 
ments of the season. Franzje prevailed on her mother 
to call on Madame Banker, a thing which she had not 
done for some time, and to take her — Franjze — to see 
Cornelia. The visit was quite honestly to Cornelia, for 
there was Evensong at the English Church that day as on 
Sunday, and Franzje imagined Mr. Yyvian would attend 
it. He had been in the morning, however, and thought 
a second service unnecessary, so though he was not to 
be found in the parlour, where l^Iadame Banker was sitting 
in state to receive her guests, he soon made his appear- 
ance among the gay group of younger people who were 
gathered round the wood Are in the hall. Cornelia was in 
boisterous spirits, and instead of drawing Franzje apart 
for a friendly talk, such as they used to have in old times, 
jested and giggled with Anna Grerritse and Mr. Gardiner, 



^ Cferielmas «ift. 107 

who -were both of the party, in a way tliat was more 
amusisg than polite or refined. Eugeltje, however, had a 
special greeting for her sister's friend ; and the two girls 
were standing together at one side of the fire, the little 
one's arm passed lovingly round the elder's waist, when 
Mr. Vyvian joined them. 

Engeltje blushed scarlet, and seemed ready to fly as he 
approached, but Franzje held her fast; she loved the 
little thing, and wondered why she should still be so 
scared at Mr. Vyvian, now that he had been for so long 
an inmate of her father's house. Re did not appear at all 
embarrassed by her presence. 

'' It is an unexpected pleasure to see you here, Made- 
moiselle," he said, turning on Franzje one of his most 
ardent glances. " I was just wondering whether it would 
be thought presumptuous if I were to call at your house 
to offer you all my Christmas wishes." 

''You would find no one at home just now," said 
Franzje; "my mother is here in the parlour, and my 
father has not come back from New York, and my brothers 
have gone out skating." 

" There is no longer any need for me to go, since t/ou 
are here," he returned. " I lili^e your Albanian Christmas 
very much, everybody visiting everybody, and gifts pass- 
ing from hand to hand. I wonder how many you have 
had to-day?" 

" Not one in this house yet," said Engeltje, with a start 
of compunction. " Keetje began a purse for you, dear, 
but what with driving out in the sleigh so often, and 
going up street to see the boys slide down hill, she has 
not finished it. Cornelius says you will be lucky if you 
get it by Vrowen Dag." ^ 

Franzje laughed, and disclaimed any desire for a present, 
^ Feast of the Purification. 
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at the same time prodacing two pretty little Lags which 
she had worked for Engeltje and Cornelia. '^ It is quite 
pleasure enough to see you^ dear Engeltje/' she said. 

" You like giving better than receiving," remaiked Mr. 
Vy vian, and the subject dropped ; but when coffee and 
cakes had been handed round, and the young people were 
busy partaking of them, he disappeared, and presently 
was heard calling from the stairs, '^ Mademoiselle 
Engeltje!" 

Engeltje looked fluttered and frightened again, but ran 
off to him; and there was a whispered consultation, 
which ended in their both going up-stairs together. In a 
few minutes she came back alone. ''Franz," she said, 
twining her arm in that of her friend, and speaking coax- 
ingly, "I want you to come into my father's little 
account-room. I have something to show you." 

She marched Franzje away with the would-be careless 
air of the small conspirator that she was, and took her 
into a room near the back door, where M. Banker paid 
his servants, and the labourers from his farm. 

On the table, supported in an upright position by some 
books placed behind it, was a small painting of the 
Madonna and Child, the loveliest thing that Franzje had 
ever seen. It had no frame, but a few frosted twigs, very 
white and sparkling, had been tastefully placed round it 
so as to form a sort of natural bordering, and the holy 
mother's face looked out from them with a sweet pure 
wistful look that went to Franzje's heart. She leant on 
the table gazing at it without a word ; it seemed the 
most beautiful bit of Christmas teaching that had ever 
come to her. How her heart yearned towards that 
Divine Child with the wonderful sorrowful eyes that 
seemed already to discern the future Cross; to her, — 
unused to the sight of good sacred pictures, except a few 
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possessed by the Schuylers, among which this subject did 
not happen to be, — He was very very real ; if she had 
been quite alone, she would perhaps have knelt. As it 
was, she only continued to bend over the picture in silent 
delight till Engeltje roused her by asking, "Do you 
Uke it?" 

" I never thought there could be anything so lovely," 
said Eranzje earnestly; and she was going on to ask 
where it had come from, when Engeltje cut her short by 
the eagerness with which she rejoined, " It is for yo«." 

"For mef" said Franzje, startled; "oh no; what can 
you mean, Engelt ? Is it M. Banker's V* 

" No, it was mine, and now it is yours ; it was given 
me to give you, and you cannot refuse it. There is no 
one so fit to have it as you, Eranzje." 

There was a little soupgon of natural envy in the ad- 
miring tones, but not unkind envy ; and Engeltje's face 
was very pretty and touching in its wistfulness as she 
raised her lips to Eranzje's to be kissed. She did not 
guess the secret of her own feelings, nor did Eranzje ; 
but Eussell Vyvian, as he entered the room — having 
stolen down the back-stairs to join them — said to himself 
complacently, "Poor L'ttle thing! she is half in love 
with me herself, and yet grateful for being made a con- 
fidante of my love for another girl. What little weak 
tender simpletons some women are !" 

It was well for him that Eranzje could not read his 
thoughts, well perhaps too that she did not know that he 
had picked up the picture dirt cheap fiom a poor German 
at !N^ew York, and had bought it^ not because he cared for 
the subject, but because it was a pretty thing in its way, 
and might be worth taking home to his mother. When 
he saw her rapt gaze, he would not break the spell 
by a light word, and only said, " Mademoiselle Engeltje 
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has found a gift to please jou, I see. She could not bear 
you to leave the house without a single Christmas 
offering." 

'* But this is too good for me, too beautiful ! " said 
Franzje, scarcely withdrawing her eyes from it even when 
she spoke. 

'' As if beautiful things and good things did not belong 
to you by right," he answered, in a low tender tone which 
thrilled Engeltje to the very heart. 

Franzje only thought with a sudden paug, '' And yet 
the Dominie will not speak to me because I am so bad ! '' 

*' If you gave this to Engelt, she ought to keep it," she 
said, too straightforward to disguise her conviction that 
the picture was Mr. Vy vian's in the first instance. 

" It was given to her that she might make it acceptable 
to you," he said, smiling. '' AngeVs gifts can never be 
refused, you know, and most especially at Christmas." 

The little shy maiden coloured at the play upon her 
name. Franq'e said gravely, *^ Engelt does not need it to 
make her good, but still I should like her to keep it. Sir, 
if you please, and she will let me come and look at it 
sometimes." 

Something in this speech gave little Engeltje pain. 
" Franz, you must take it," she whispered ; "it was only 
meant for you, and if you love me, you will not try to 
refuse it any more. I shaU go and look for something to 
wrap it up in ; " and she ran away. 

"I wish this diamond frosting on the twigs were all 
real jewel-work for your sake," said Mr. Yyvian when she 
was gone. 

'< I should not like it so well then," returned Franzje 
simply. 

'' And perhaps it would not then have come so naturally 
as little Engelt's gift," continued Eussell, with a smile ; 
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'' will you think of me as well as of her sometimes, Made- 
moiselle, when you look at this picture ) I see that you 
will look at it often, by the way in which you gaze at it 
now." 

" I should like to show it to the — " began Frang'e ; 
then her face grew changed and sad, and she added, '* I 
shall show it to Uncle Jan." 

" Has he a soul for art ? " inquired Mr. Vy vian, not 
very sympathizingly. 

'' I don't know ; but he loves our Lord," said Franzje, 
in a soft voice of reverence. 

He had very little faith, this heedless young officer, but 
he could feel what faith was in another ; he saw that re- 
ligion was not to Franzje a thing in the abstract, to be 
treated with a certain distant respect, but the worship 
of a Divine Person, a real living love. 

" If we could be all like you,*' he murmured under his 
breath, and his dark eyes in their liquid splendour were 
full of a strange eloquence which thrilled the girl's soul 
with an emotion which she could not define. They spoke 
a language which is understood all the world over, and 
which leaves a far deeper impression than any audible 



She cast down her own eyes when she had read his, 
and he stood watching the fair modest face in sUence for 
a moment, and then said in a lighter tone, "You have 
not so given your heart to heaven as not to leave a little 
comer for earth, I trust ? You are not thinking of joining 
' the society,' as you call it ? " 

She looked up at him once more, with a little amuse- 
ment, and yet a little trouble in her face. " Oh, no," 
she said, " I never can feel as if I should like that, though 
it is very bad of me." 

" It is a delightful badness," he rejoined ; '' you cannot 
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think how unhappy it would make me if I thought you 
were one day going to wear a long face and sit mute when 
others are merry, and never open your mouth except to 
sing psalms/' 

" Uncle Jan's face is not long," she said, " it is only 
grave ; sometimes I think that I should like to he like 
him when I am old." 

" If you will put it off till you are a hundred, I shall 
not mind so much," said Mr. Vyvian with pretended 
gravity ; " how old are you now, Mademoiselle ? " 

"Sixteen," she answered, with unembarrassed sim- 
plicity. 

** Sixteen ! that is gloriously young ; let me see, there 
are eighty-four years to pass before you will be a hundred 
— plenty of time, then, in which to be glad and gay and 
loving and loved, as you are now. Franzje, cannot you 
spare some of these years to me ? " 

The speech, which had begun playfully, ended in ear- 
nest, and a little startled flush came into Franzje's cheek 
at the sound of her Christian name, but as if she wished 
to think him still in sport, she answered lightly, " How 
can you be sure of my living all those years, sir ? " 

" I don't know ; but when I look at you I feel as if 
beauty and youth must be immortal," he answered in an 
impassioned voice, which was strange to the girl's ears. 
" Mademoiselle, you are not too young, are you, to be 
able to comprehend what love means ? Promise me that 
at least—" 

But what promise he was about to demand remained 
untold, for precisely at that moment Engeltje returned, 
bringing with her a fine damask napkin in which to en- 
velop the picture ; and when it was wrapped up, Franzje 
announced that she thought her mother would be wanting 
her, and with rather shy embarrassed thanks to her little 
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friend and Mr. Vyvian went away to the parlour, clasping 
her new treasure tightly under her cloak. 

Madame Eyckman, who had heen uneasy all the time 
her daughter had been out of her sight, rose to depart 
directly she joined her, and pursued her homeward way 
rather silently and solemnly, as if she had not been re- 
freshed by Madame Banker's good coffee and kindly 
gossip. But before they had gone far, Dirk and Albert 
rushed up to them with eager happy faces. •' Mother, 
Mother," they cried exultingly, "do come and see us 
slide down hill in our sledges. Killian has got Arij on 
his knee, and they go down like a flash of lightning, and 
are not hurt a bit ; only we want Franzje to come and 
take care of Arij when Killian is tired of him ; we can't 
have him teazing us." 

"Very well, we will come and see," said Madame 
Ryckman, her grave countenance relaxing into a smile. 
"You will break your own heads and Arij's too in 
your sport, if I am not there to look after you, I dare 
say." 

So instead of going straight home, she turned aside to 
where the steep cross street sloped upwards towards the 
fort, and there indeed a lively scene presented itself, and 
one very characteristic of Albany. 

I^early a hundred boys, from about eight to eighteen, 
were seated in little low sledges which they guided with 
a rope, and were coming down the steep slippery hill at 
so rapid a pace, that it seemed as if they must all tumble 
over one another when they reached the foot Some did 
indeed tumble out by the way, but their chariots were 
so low that no harm was done, and only a great deal of 
amusement created among the spectators — people of all 
ages, who walked up and down the narrow strip of pave- 
ment, or sat in the porticos of the houses facing the 

I 
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Btreet, adding by their lively comments to the hilarity of 
the scene. 

'' There are Killian and Arij,'* shouted the boys ; and 
truly among the foremost of the sledges was one in which 
sat young Barentse, most charmingly at his ease, and 
with little Arij Eyckman proppfed up in front of him. 

Killian stopped his sledge exactly at the right moment, 
and jumped lightly out, and drew it to one side before it 
could be overwhelmed by the torrent of other sleighs 
which accomplished their descent almost simultaneously. 
There was a glow of exercise on his dark cheek, and he 
looked very manly and handsome as he came up to wish 
Madame Eyckman and Franzje a happy Christmas, little 
fair-haired Arij capering by his side. 

Madame Eyckman smiled on Killian as she always 
did, thanked him for taking care of Anj, and asked after 
his grandfather. Franzje said but little, and looked 
about with rather a dreamy air in the midst of the merry 
throng. 

*^ Mother, come to the top and see us get in," clamoured 
Dirk and Albert, bringing out their sledges from under 
the shelter of a friendly door-way, and proceeding to drag 
them up the hill by the bit of rope in front of them. 

" Oh yes. Mother," said Arij, pulling her hand, " Fra 
going to ride with Killian again — ^ain't I, Killian 9 " 

" No, no, Arij, he must be quite tired of you ; you 
had better go home with Franzje," said Madame Eyck- 
man ; and a little altercation began between the mother 
and her darling, under cover of which Killian approached 
Franige, and walked beside her up the hill, dragging his 
sledge after him. 

''How dull the Dominie looks this Christmas,'' he 
began ; " he came to eat his Christmas dinner with Grand- 
father to-day, but he had no appetite, and gave such 
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heayy sigbs now and then, as if things were altogether 
wrong." 

'' I thought he looked tired this morning," said Franzje, 
feeling rather guilty, but trying not to show it. " Mother 
thinks he sits up too late at night studying." 

"Oh, he always did that, but he used not to look 
so worn and sad. Franzje," — ^he paused, and then went 
on hurriedly, " you are not going to see this play, are you? " 

" I don't know, I suppose not ; but I should like to 
go, KiUian." 

" I ought not to be surprised at your saying so," said 
Killian, " for nearly every young person in the town says 
the same; but somehow I thought you were different. 
Franzje, how can you like those officers 9 They are not 
a good set ; they can only do you harm." 

Franzje clasped Mr. Vyvian's present closer to her under 
her cloak. " I don't think they do me any harm at all," 
she answered. 

" France, don't be angry with me if I tell you that 
things are said — that people are beginning to talk about 
you and Mr. Vyvian." 

" People talk about everything under the sun," rejoined 
Franqe, with sudden petulance ; "but it does not follow 
that there is any meaning in their words. It is the gossips 
and the tale-bearers that make half the mischief in the 
world. I wonder you listen to them, Killian. Though 
indeed," she added, with some pain in her tone, " it is 
not wonderful, perhaps, that you should, since even our 
Dominie does.'' 

" It is right that the Dominie should know what goes 
on," said Killian, stanchly. 

*' But if he would see with his own eyes and not with 
Elder Jansen's, he might judge of things differently," re- 
plied Franzje. 

I 2 
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'' It most be the English officers that have taught you 
to criticise the Dominie," said Killian. 

She made a little impatient movement with her shoul- 
ders, and there was something almost like scorn upon the 
wide brow. " It is you who do me harm, Killian,*' she 
said. ''You make me feel cross and wicked, even on 
Christmas Day." 

" Yes, it is my fault, I suppose ; somehow, I can never 
talk to you now without offending you, Franzje," replied 
Killian, sadly. " I must try to hold my tongue for the 
futura" 

They were jostled apart for a moment by the throng, 
and it was a bitter moment to Killian, full of pain and 
wrath and self-reproach and disappointed love. But when 
they came together again, Franzje's mood had changed. 

"Don't let's quarrel," she said, with rather a tremulous 
smile upon her sweet mouth ; " I am glad you are what 
you are — that there is one person in whom the Dominie 
is not disappointed." 

" Franq'e, you could please him much better than I 
if you would," returned the youth, eagerly. " He does 
not care for me as he does for you, who have been like 
his own child almost." 

** I could not please him now except by being a hypo- 
crite," said Franzje, with the smile growing still more 
tremulous. " He will never be satisfied with me till I 
hate what I don't hate, and think what I don't think. 
Tou can please him and yet be honest, but I could not 
now." 
ic " Are you so changed as all that, Franzje ] " 

A little of the petulance came back. " No, I am just 
what I always was; I never pretended to think every- 
thing wrong, but just the very things we were accustomed 
to. Killian, how is all this sliding and dashing down 
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hill in a sledge so much more sensible than dancing, or 
making beautifiil poems seem real by saying the speeches 
in character ) " 

Franzje's idea of a play was still wholly drawn from 
Shakespeare 3 not wonderful, perhaps, since she had read 
no other. 

" It's silly enough, I dare say," said Killian, colouring 
a little ; '* but at least it does nobody any harm ; and 
see, Franzje, there are two of the officers going to try, so 
they don't despise it." 

"They'll tumble out, most .likely,'' rejoined France, 
with a bright gleam of fun in her eyes. Her supposed 
devotion to the officers by no means blinded her to the 
fact that the two young ensigns who were just embarking 
in little sledges at the top of the hill were not likely to 
exhibit such expertness as her young townsmen, to whom 
this was an annual diversion. One of them could not 
even get under weigh, it seemed, and Franzje was still 
more amused when she got near enough to hear the ex- 
hortations which Dirk and Albert were addressing to him. 

"You ought to have a stick," said Dirk, "to push 
yourself off with. I wonder you did not think of it. I'd 
lend you mine, only I want it myself." 

"You shall have mine," said the more good-natured 
Albert, " if you'll promise to let me have it back when 
you've had one turn. See, you must give the sledge a 
push, so ! and then " 

And then, before Albert could fbiish his sentence, off 
went the sledge like a shot down the slippery hill, and 
the young officer, not being skilled in guiding it, came 
to grief half way, and not only tumbled out himself, but 
descended like an avalanche on top of the other ensign, 
who, but for this catastrophe, might have fared more 
prosperously. 
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There ^as a tremendous shout of laughter among the 
bystanders ; they meant no incivility, and "would have 
been quite as ready to laugh if the accident had happened 
to Killian; but perhaps the Englishman's clumsiness wajs 
rather more delightful to them than native clumsiness 
would have been, and they did not make much allow- 
ance for his not having had similar opportunities for 
practice, 

" I'm glad he*8 had a tumble," said little Arij, dancing 
about ; and even his quiet kindly mother did not reprove 
the sentiment. 

" I hope he has not broken my stick," said Albert, rue- 
fully. " KiUian, lend me yours, will you 1 It's no use to 
you if you're only going to talk to Franzje." 

^'0 Killian, you miut take me down the hill once 
more," pleaded Arij. "Franzje can wait for me, can't 
you, Franz?" 

" You will tire Killian's patience out," said Madame 
Eyckman : but the Indian face was lit up with a good- 
natured smile, and Arij was placed in the sledge and taken 
down the hill " like a flash of lightning," as the boys had 
said, before any further objection could be made. 

Madam Eyckman stood at the top, shivering. " I wish 
Vrow Banker would not keep her rooms so hot," she said ; 
" it makes one feel the cold so when one stands about." 

"Had not you better come home, Mother? Killian 
will see to the boys," said Franzje. 

" Ah, yes, that's very fine ! " returned her mother, 
quickly. " You can scarcely speak a kind word to him ; 
but when you want anything done, then it's * Oh, Killian 
can do it.' " 

Franzje blushed, and attempted no self-defence. " Then 
will you take Arij home. Mother? and shall I see to 
Dirk and Albert ? " was all she said. 
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"Well — " began Madame Eyckman, half-assentingly. 
She was very cold indeed, and the thought of the warm 
stove at home was very comfortable, and to leave Franzje 
under Killian's protection, as it were, was a thing not 
repugnant to Albanian notions of propriety, and might 
be the means of bringing about a better understanding be- 
tween them. She was just going to say yes, when she 
caught sight pf a bevy of ofl&cers, among whom were 
Colonel Trelawny and Mr. Vivian, advancing up the 
street ; and then she changed her mind all in a hurry, 
and became anxious to despatch Franzje home as fast 
as possible. 

She would have taken her into the middle of the road 
out of the way of the gentlemen, had it been possible to 
keep clear of the sledges that were rushing down or being 
slowly dragged up ; as it was, she hurried her so quickly 
along the crowded pavement, that she had nearly precipi- 
tated her into Mr. Vy vian's arms. He moved aside most 
courteously, but looked surprised and amused. **A 
second meeting to-day ! that is an unlooked-for pleasure," 
he said quickly. •' 

Colonel Trelawny would have spoken to her, but she 
only curtsied and passed on, her mother panting behind. 

By going out into the road, Mr. Vyvian managed to 
get near her again for an instant, and whispered, " Be- 
member the 7th, and your promise." 

On the 7th, the theatricals were to take place. 

Arij was found, and Franzje and he were sent home 
together as quickly as possibly, Madame Eyckman remain- 
ing to shiver, though the glow of excitement she had felt 
about the oifiicers and her daughter had warmed her up 
just for the moment. The consequence was, she caught 
cold, and though she persisted in what she called shaking 
it off for several days, it mastered her at last, and brought 
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a sort of feyerisli attack in its train. On New Year's 
Eve she took to her bed, and for a day or two was really 
ill — so ill as to make her children uneasy at the absence 
of their father. She would not hear of his being alarmed 
about her, however, or summoned home. ** Business must 
be attended to," she said ; and by the 7th she was really 
a good deal better, though in that weak, uncomfortable 
irritable state, which sometimes makes the beginning of 
recovery more trying than the illness itself. Frauzje was 
very tender and devoted in her attendance, but Madame 
Ryckman seemed almost to prefer the services of a middle- 
aged negress, who had been with her since her babyhood, 
and so the girl's chief business lay in overlooking her 
little brothers, and making her Uncle Jan comfortable. 

One of her special occupations was to soothe and 
sympathize with Evert, who was in a very discontented, 
unsettled frame of mind. He had rebelled against his 
father's decree with regard to not joining in the officers' 
amusements much more decidedly than Franzje had done ; 
had even stolen off to one ball without leave, braving M. 
Eyckman's short-lived anger and the Dominie's lasting 
displeasure, and now openly declared that he meant to 
attend the theatricals, and saw no harm at all in doing so. 

" Father never has forbidden them, you know ; how 
could he, when he never heard of them 1 " said the lad, 
coming and leaning his elbows on a little table in the 
kitchen, inhere Fran2;je and the faithful Maria were making 
cakes together. " It's my belief, if he were here he would 
want to see the play himself." 

**1 don't think he would go to it^ though," said 
France. 

"No, because of the Dominie. Isn't it unbearable, 
Franz, that the Dominie should set himself against every- 
thing that is amusing ? " 
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** Oh, but he does not ; not against everything^ I mean," 
corrected his sister. 

^Well, not against skating, and so on, perhaps, bat 
against everything that is introduced by the officers. Do 
you know, Franz, the Cuylers are going to the play. 
Madame Guyler says she will not judge without seeing, 
but that if she does not like this one, she shall never go 
to another. I am going with them ; I promised Cortlandt 
1 would." 

" Oh, Mamselle Franq'e, you go too," broke in Maaike. 
" Madame Cuyler, she very good lady, it quite safe to go 
wid her anywhere. Monsieur Evert, you ask de mistress 
to let Mamselle Franq'e go." 

** Oh no, no, Evert. I can't have Mother worried,' 
said Franzje, warmly. 

Maria and he only exchanged smiles; and he pro- 
ceeded to unfold before the girls a printed play-bill which 
set forth that on such a day.and at such an hour a comedy 
called ** The Beaux' Stratagem " was to be acted by " the 
Boyal Company of Players ; " and there followed a list of 
the characters, though not the names of those who wei-e 
going to take them, as the actors expected much amuse- 
ment in puzzling the good towns-folk as to their identity. 
The paper was dingy, and the printing imperfect, compared 
with the marvels of modem typography ; but it had been 
printed at New York on purpose for the officers, and wa 
the best thing of the kind that the period could produce. 

To those young people, who had never seen anything 
of the sort before, it was something very wonderful and 
fascinating ; and Franzje and the little slave-girl suspended 
their cake-making, and hung over it together. !f ranzje was 
thinking of her promise to Mr. Vyvian, and longing to 
keep it, though feeling half ashamed of the longing, since 
Ler duty seemed to be to stay at home. 
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'' Wliat is a comedy, Mamselle ) '' queried Maria, as she 
plunged her hands into the flour again. 

" Something funny/' responded Evert briskly. 

Maaike's black eyes glittered, and she showed all her 
white teeth ; but Franzje said meditatively, " It must be 
witty, of course, but I don't know that it need be exactly 
what you would call funny. Evert, though it is not like a 
tragedy, there are no deaths in it I hope Mr. Vyvian 
won't have any funny speeches to make." 

'^ Franzje, you are a sort of she-Dominie at heart, after 
all ; you don't really care for fun," said Evert 

** Oh yes, I do, in its way ; but I don't like people I 
care about to be ridiculous. I should not like to see Mr. 
Vyvian eliding down hill in a sledge, even if he did it as 
well as Killian." 

When she had said this, she got hot and confused at 
the admission she had made. She had implied that she 
cared for Mr, Vyvian, cared for him more than for 
Killian. 

Maria, woman- like, caught the force of the remark ; but 
Evert did not seem to notice it " Would you rather see 
a trage — what d'ye call it, Franz, then ? " was all he said. 

" Oh no ; I like things to be happy and to end well," 
she answered. " I want it to be so in real life as well as 
in poetry." 

With her bright face raised, with her soft eyes gleam- 
ing, and her fresh lips parting in a smile, she looked the 
very picture of joyful anticipation. She liked life to be 
' happy, and it was going to be so, she believed, spite of 
little passing cares and contrarieties. And all the while 
there was a tragic future waiting — a future which she her- 
self was unconsciously helping to mould. 

When she had finished her cakes, she made some thick 
milk for Madame Kyckman's dinner, and took it up to 
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her ; but though she had taken pains with it, her mother 
was not at all satisfied. The poor lady was out of sorts, 
and nothing seemed nice or comfortable to her. She was 
too amiable by nature, and too self-restrained, to make 
much complaint ; but she declined to eat, and told Eranzje 
to let her be quiet and go to sleep, affirming that that 
was all she wanted. 

The boys went out after the early dinner^ Maaike was 
kept busy by the cook, and the afternoon seemed very 
long to Franzje sitting alone in the parlour with her sew- 
ing. Once she would have passed it in learning page after 
page of '' theology " for the Dominie, but she had missed 
his last week-day lesson through her mother's illness, and 
besides, he scarcely seemed to care to set her any tasks 
now. 

Just as it was getting dusk. Evert returned, accom- 
panied by no less a personage than Madame Cuyler. He 
had been working on her feelings with regard to Franzjo's 
loneliness and dulness now that the mother was ill and 
the father away, and she had come to see if the girl would 
go to the play with her. 

" I have told my husband that / shall go and take my 
children for this once,'' said the mayor's wife in her 
stately manner ; '* if we do not like it^ we can but come 
away again." 

" I should think you are sure to like it," said Franzje 
fervently. She had such a beautiful ideal of what it was 
going to be, that she would not admit the notion that it 
might turn out something reprehensible. 

Madame Cuyler had designs of seeing Madame E^ck- 
man and persuading her into giving leave for Franzje to 
go ; but Franzje was sure that her mother would not see 
any visitor, and at last it was agreed that Evert should 
steal up and try what his eloquence could effect. 
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He went, and returned in a marvellously short time, 
waving his cap in the air, and calling out,. ''Victory! 
victory 1 You are to go with Madame Cuyler if you 
Hke." 

To Franzje the news seemed too good to be true. 
" Are you sure, Evert 1 " she said doubtfully. " I don't 
think mother can have meant it. You know she would 
not let us talk of the play even. I must go and speak 
to her." 

But Evert caught hold of her, and held her fast. '' No, 
no, you must not go near her. She said she was sound 
asleep when I went in, and that we must not disturb her 
again. I tell you, she said as plainly as words could 
speak, that you might go with Madame Cuyler." 

He did not explain the ambiguous tactics by which he 
had won this consent. All he had said to Madame Eyck- 
man was, '' Madame Cuyler has come to fetch Franzje ; 
she wants her and me both ; will you mind our going, 
Mother f " without any mention of the play at all. It is 
true that Madame Byckman knew that the play was to be 
on the 7th, but having forbidden the subject to be men- 
tioned before her, the date was not nearly so strongly 
impressed on her memory as on that of the young people ; 
and now, when occupied by her own ailments, it had 
passed from her mind. Had Madame Gerritse or Madame 
Banker been mentioned as calling for Franzje, her sus- 
picions would have been aroused ; but the mayor's wife 
was looked up to as a most sensible, superior person, and 
nothing but the notion of a friendly tea-party suggested 
itself in connection with her. 

" Of course you may both go ; I don't want anybody 
but Jettje," Madame Eyckman had said ; and Evert had 
jumped at the ready permission, and not thought it neces- 
sary to explain the real state of a£[airs, though he saw his 



^ €}phtmriB «tfi. 125 

mother was under a misconception. It was not honour- 
able or dutiful, and Franzje herself would never so have 
acted ; but Evert's leading idea at the moment was to give 
her pleasure, and he was not so strictly truthful or upright 
by nature as either she or Jan. 

His wish to please her had an immediate fulfilment. 
Franzje's fiEtce, as she rose up to go and dress for the 
evening, was like a sunbeam for radiance. ** She is the 
most beautiful girl in Albany," said Madame Cuylex to 
herself, which, for the mother of two or three good-looking 
daughters, was quite a triumph of impartiality. Oh, how 
gaily she decked herself in her gala dress, such as it was ! 
how deftly she coiled round her thick plaits of flaxen 
hair ! what a happy thing it was to be young and to be 
beautiful, and to have a whole evening's pleasure before 
her, and to know how one face would brighten when she 
appeared 1 How kind it was of Madame Cuyler to come 
for her, of her mother to let her go ! how nicely every- 
thing had turned out ! In her foolish, girlish, natural 
gladness, she nearly forgot the Dominie, and did not 
pause to think whether it could be right to do in her 
father's absence what he would certainly not have allowed 
her to do had he been at home. 

Before she left the chamber, she gave one rapid glance 
at the little picture of the Madonna and Infant Saviour, 
which she had hung in a recess at one side of the fire- 
place ; but she was thinking of it more just then as Mr. 
Vyvian's gift than as the holy messenger which it some- 
times was to her. The wistful look on the spotless 
mother's face haunted her as she went down the stair, but 
she did not read in it either warning or rebuke, she was 
too gay of spirit at that moment to be troubled with any 
misgivings. The " little comer for earth," which she had 
left in her heart was widening. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The Qerritses* bam presented a different aspect when 
Franzje >entered it this evening with Madame Cuyler, 
from that which it had borne on the night of the dance. 
There were no busy martins skimming about now, no 
friendly heifers in stalls near the door— all vestiges of the 
real purposes of the building had disappeared, and rows 
of benches extended from the orchestra to the very 
entrance; while the open loft above was draped with 
gay-coloured flags and festoons of white and scarlet cloth. 
Lights abounded, crowds of people both young and old 
were gradually filling the benches, the bandsmen were 
tuning their instruments for an opening piece, and alto- 
gether the scene was so lively and so unlike anything to 
which the good townsfolk were accustomed, that it was 
not wonderful if an unusual feeling of excitement took 
possession of them. There was a little sensation when 
Madame Cuyler and her bevy of young people appeared ; 
the mayor's wife was felt to be rather a distinguished 
personage ; and when Franzje Ryckman, with her grace- 
ful figure drawn up to its full height, and her cheeks 
glowing like bright carnations, was seen to be of the 
party, there was a little buzz of surprise and comment, 
not unmingled with admiration. Seen where she was not 
expected, and with her beauty heightened by animation, 
she made an unwonted impression even on those who had 
known her all her life, and were not accustomed to think 
of her as anything out of the common. 

But after a short overture the curtain drew up, and 
then all eyes were turned towards the stage, and all minds 
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were occupied with the problem of what " The Beaux' 
Stratagem " might prove to be. 

There was not much that was poetical in the first scene, 
which represented the parlour of an inn ; but the portly 
landlord reminded Franzje of Falstaff, and she was very 
much interested and puzzled by his coquettish little 
daughter, Cherry, with her frilled muslin apron, and her 
smart little cap trimmed with flowers. Somehow, though 
she had seen in the play-bill that there were female parts 
in the play, she had never realized till now that those 
who acted them would be women, or dressed to look like 
women. She could not think where Cherry had sprung 
from, and could almost have fancied her to be Anna 
Gerritse in disguise, if Anna had not been sitting a little 
way from her among the spectators. Presently a gentle- 
man and his servant came upon the stage, and then the 
real excitement of the play began for Franzje, for in the 
gentleman she recognized Mr. Vyvian. 

He was booted and spurred as if just off a journey, and 
his blue coat, yellow waistcoat^ and drab pantaloons, made 
him look very different from what he usually did ; but 
spite of this and some artificial changes in his complexion 
and hair, Franzje could not mistake him. Those dark 
eyes, and the sudden bright glance which — forgetful of 
his part for one instant — he allowed to fall on her, were 
unmistakeable. She did not at once recognize Colonel 
Trelawny in the smart, saucy footman, but she took an 
objection to that character from the very first, and even 
when he turned out to be a gentleman, and came on in 
the later scenes looking like his own splendid self in 
scarlet uniform and cocked hat and feathers, she felt no 
sort of admiration for him. When, in his rdle of footman, 
he bantered wittily but not very delicately with the land- 
lord's pretty daughter, she scarcely even listened, but was 
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woDdering all the time when his master would reappear. 
The master was supposed to be gone to Church, and 
though it had been plain from his conversation with his 
servant that he was going only to see the belles of Lich- 
field, and try to captivate one of them, Franzje's thoughts 
would follow him admiringly ; and certainly he had looked 
the very prince of iligants as he set out, in his full-dress 
blue coat and white waistcoat and silk stockings, with a 
sort of confident killing air about him, which belonged to 
his own natural self as well as to his part She was not 
surprised when it appeared that he had bewitched the 
Lady Bountiful's fair daughter, Dorinda, a blooming 
young lady in white muslin with very short sleeves, 
though who Dorinda could be was a sore perplexity to 
her ; but when in the next scene he avowed himself to 
be madly in love with this susceptible young creature, a 
strange, childish jealousy took possession of her, of which 
she was herself ashamed. 

Henceforth the play became to her a sort of bewilder- 
ing dream, in which Mr. Vyvian moved about, and looked 
at and spoke to another woman something as he had 
looked at and spoken to her, Franzje, only more unre- 
strainedly. Aimwell and Dorinda engrossed her whole 
thoughts ; and when they were not upon the stage her 
attention was listless. The coarse bickering of Dorinda's 
half-brother and sister-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. Sullen ; the 
jovial talk of the sham French priest, Foigard ; the plot- 
ting of the highwaymen — reached her ears indeed, and 
aroused a certain sentiment of disappointment and dis- 
like ; but for her the whole interest of the play centred 
in the hero and the heroine, and except that she was 
amused by the kind fussiness of Lady Bountiful and her 
wonderful remedies, she could scarcely be said to take 
heed of anyone but them. The extraordinary arrange- 



ment at the end of the piece, by which Mrs. Sullen was 
given as a bride to the pretended footman, Archer, who 
had just rescued her from the robbers, while Mr. Sullen 
calmly sat down to drink, after merely stipulating that he 
should be allowed to retain his wife's marriage portion, 
only made Franzje open her great blue eyes in astonish- 
ment and mystification. She did not comprehend it in 
the least. All she understood and cared about was that 
(by a lucky chance) Aimwell turned out to be really a 
viscount, and not merely an usurper of his brother's title, 
that Dorinda was goftig to marry him, and that he was so 
disinterested as to be willing to give up all her fortune 
to his dissipated ex-footman. He ' looked so gloriously 
handsome, so noble, so triumphant, as he stood holding 
Dorinda's hand and gazing at her with proud loving eyes, 
that poor little Franzje wondered how anybody could care 
to hear or see any more of the play after that, and wished 
the curtain would fall and leave those two standing there 
together in their beautiful happiness. 

Other people who were not dazzled and engrossed by a 
special regard for one of the actors, had looked at the 
performance with very different eyes, and listened with 
different ears. Some of the worthy townsfolk had sat 
through the whole with a bewildered stare upon their 
faces, and had neither laughed at the jokes, nor frowned 
at the oaths, but seen and heard everything in one un- 
broken maze of surprise, while others had been partly 
amused and partly scandalized, and others again wholly 
the one or wholly the other, according to their age, dis- 
position, and principles. 

The young people had mostly enjoyed it, and, like 
Franzje, had scarcely taken in the worst points ; it was all 
very new and very odd, and it had made them laugh — 
that was the general result of their impressions. They 

K 



130 Jantirrw Jfrjeglmg^Enatn. 

had felt nothing of the fascination, half pleasure, half 
pain, with which Franaye had followed every word and 
movement of Aimwell and Dorinda, bat they had been 
entertained by the fat landlord, and Lady Bountifnl's 
funny old servant, Scrub, in his faded livery; and fashion- 
able Mrs. Sullen, in her white satin, had set the girls' 
fancies going, while Captain Gibbet, the merry highway- 
man, had rather reigned over the imagination of the boys, 
till he proved himself such an arrant coward when Archer's 
pistol was at his ear. One or two of the elder people, 
among whom was Madame Cuyler, had shown signs of dis- 
approbation as the play went on, and had looked specially 
disgusted at Dorinda with her short sleeves, and marvelled 
to each other what girl could have been got to appear 
" with so little clothing," even though she had the pro- 
tection of long fair ringlets to take off the unclothed 
effect. Madame Gerritse had had some secret to impart, 
apparently, with regard to Dorinda and Mrs. Sullen, for, 
when they appeared, she had whispered something to one 
or two of her neighbours which had made them first 
draw back with an incredulous air, and then nod and 
laugh, and ejaculate, " Is it possible ? " " Well, I never 
could have thought it ! " and so on. Whatever the secret 
was, it had not reached Madame Cuyler or Franzje : they 
were both equally mystified as to who were taking the 
female parts, and Madame Gerritse knew better than to 
enlighten them. When she looked round now and then, 
and caught a glimpse of Madame Cuyler's shocked face, 
she was half afraid that even as it was the mayor's wife 
would get up and depart ; and she was more distressed 
than surprised when at Archer's sudden appearance from 
a cupboard in Mrs. Sullen's room, Madame Cuyler with 
nervous haste turned and sat with her back to the stage — 
rather to the discomfort of the people behind her — 
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desiring her daughters to do the same. They did not 
obey, but only turned their heads and whispered petitions 
and remonstrances to their mother, without passing on 
the order to Franzje, who sat between Evert and Cor- 
nelius Cuyler, and was too engrossed in watching for 
Aimwell*s reappearance either to be aware of what was 
passing round her, or to care for anything that was said 
and done by Archer. When the curtain fell, and she 
looked round, she was surprised to see her kind cha- 
perone's position, and felt a sudden embarrassed conscious- 
ness that there must have been something reprehensible 
in what had passed, to call forth this demonstration. 

" I am sorry to have brought you here, Franzje," said 
Madame Cuyler, in a distressed voice, when the girl left 
her place and came to her ; " we will go home at once." 

But here Madame Gerritse interfered. "There was 
supper laid out in the house ; she had actually had a wall 
taken down, and thrown parlour and hall into one, at 
Colonel Trelawny's suggestion, to make a supper-room 
worthy of the occasion ; she should never forgive, herself 
if Madame Cuyler " — the first lady in the place in the 
absence of the Padroon's wife — " were to go away supper- 
less ; M. Gerritse would make a point of himself con- 
ducting her to the humble banquet." 

She was so pressing, that Madame Cuyler could not 
have persisted in her intention without the greatest un- 
friendliness, and the young people were not sorry for it. 
They had got over the sleepiness which had attacked 
them a little at their usual bed-time, and were all alive, 
and ready for anything that ofifered itself in the shape of 
enjoyment. 

Such a supper as Madame Gerritse's had never been 
seen in Albany before. !N'ot that the ampleness of the 
provision was in itself anything remarkable; but the 
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number of guests provided for, the long range of loaded 
tables, the choice delicacies that had been procured from 
New York for the occasion, the display of plate and 
crockery, all marked it as something quite out of the com- 
mon way, and^excited loudly-expressed wonder and admira- 
tion. There was a row of seats all ropnd the walls as well 
as round the tables ; and while Madame Cuyler was con- 
ducted to a place of honour at the principal table, Franzje 
andjier younger companions were invited to sit on one 
of the side-benches, and there, with their plates in their 
lap, made their supper ad best they could, talking and 
laughing over it all the more because of the slight in- 
conveniences which followed upon this arrangement. 

But though Franzje's attention was partly at the service 
of her friends, it must be owned that she answered 
a nttle absently, and that her gaze wandered frequently 
in search of the actors, none of whom had as yet ap- 
* peared upon the scene. Some few of the officers who 
had not taken part in the performance might be seen at 
the supper-table, but the meal was almost ended before 
the majority of them appeared. Then in they flocked, in 
uniform, looking quite like their usual selves, except that 
they were manifestly somewhat excited, and came in 
laughing together in a noisy reckless way, which made 
everybody turn round and look at them, and brought an 
expression of alaim on the faces of the Albanian matrons. 
Franzje's eyes singled out Mr. Vy vian at once ; but her 
anxiety was not so much whether he would discover her, 
as what he had done with Dorinda. That lovely lady, 
with the white dress and the long curling hair, was 
nowhere to be seen. What had Mr. Vyvian done with 
herl And could he really care so very much for 
her, if he left her alone and supperless while he came 
to take his whare in the general festivity ] What was 
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very strange — Franzje thought — was, that nx>ne of the 
ladies who had appeared on the stage accompanied the 
officeis into the supper-room. What had become of them 
all 1 Other girls besides Franzje longed to know. 

Her suspense at any rate seemed likely to end soon, for 
Mr. Yyvian no sooner caught sight of her than he came 
up and spoke to her ; but when, after making some shy 
inarticulate answer to his eager thanks to her for keeping 
her promise, she ventured to say, " Are not the ladies 
coming to take any supper, Sir 1 " he first asked, in sur- 
prise, '^ What ladies 1 " and then, when she had explained, 
laughed to himself in a provoking way, and declared they 
had vanished, and left their costumes behind them. " Did 
}ou want to make their acquaintance ) " he asked, half 
mockingly. • 

*^ I should like to have seen Miss Dorinda closer, sir ; 
she was very beautiful," said Franzje, frankly, yet with 
half-grudging admiration. 

" She will be much flattered to hear that you thought 
so,'' said Mr. Yyvian, looking round as he spoke, as if 
somehow Dorinda were in the room after all. 

"Are the young English ladies all like that?" con- 
tinued Franzje, timidly. " And have they all white dresses 
and curls ? " 

" Well, as to that — yes, I think most of them have ; 
but I can't say they are all like Dorinda," he answered, 
smothering a laugh. " How could one expect them to 
be ] " he added. " Isn't she * the peerless Dorinda] ' I 
called her peerless in the play, didn't 11" 

" I don't remember, but 1 thought you thought she was 
very beautiful," said Franzje, in a puzzled tone. 

" That shows that I acted my part with due fervour ; 
you don't suppose it was more than acting, do you ] " 

" I don't know. Sir," said Franzje, rather stiffly. 
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He laughed with an air of most enjoyable amusement ; 
and why such fun and malice should dance in his dark 
e^es, Franzje could not at all understand. Had she be- 
trayed the little sore jealous feeling that lingered at her 
heart, and was he laughing at it ? 

She drew up her graceful neck with a sudden haughti- 
ness which made her look really superb ; and all at once 
Mr. Vyvian left off laughing, and said, in a low, silvery 
whisper, " To my thinking, the belie of the evening was 
off the stage, not on it, and her unconsciousness made her 
charms the greater. It was so evident that she came to 
see and not to be seep. She is the one peerless pearl, in 
my estimation." 

He was looking at her much as he had looked at 
Dorinda ; and was this true passion, while the other was 
feigned, or was it all acting alike ? 

Franzje could not decide, and was silent ; but the proud 
expression died away in a soft, womanly blush, and the 
rich firm lips parted in . a sort of sweet confusion, as if 
from him she half liked compliments, though they made 
her shy. 

At this mement, Madame Cuyler rose, and began to 
collect her little flock previous to departure. She was not 
comforted by the good supper which she had been induced 
to make against her will, and it was in rather a grave voice 
that she said, " Now, Franzje, I am going," as she swept 
past, with quiet dignity, towards the door. 

'' I am afraid we have scandalized your estimable 
chaperone" said Mr. Vyvian, laughingly, to Franzje, as 
she rose to^ follow. "You may expect to hear a great 
outcry against us to-morrow ; indignant virtue will be 
running all about the place in a few hours' time, but I 
rely upon your generosity to defend us." 

She made no premise, but the cuitsey with which 
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8he took leave of him was as gracious as it was stately, 
and the trusting innocent look of the blue eyes lingered 
with him, and kept him from joining in the too boisterous 
conviviality, which was indulged in by some of his 
brother officers during the small hours of the morning. 
More than once a speech addressed by Archer to 
Cherry in the play, " You have a pair of delicate eyes, 
but you don't know how to use them," had come into 
his head while he was talking to Franzje ; but, after all, 
no coquettish glances could have gone to his heart, as did 
that clear, star-like gaze. There dawned on him even 
a faint perception that the evening's entertainment had 
not been worthy of her presence, though he did not be- 
lieve that it would harm her. " Nothing could," he said 
to himself. 

It was in a strange whirl of excitement, disappoint- 
ment, and pleasure, all mingled together, that Franzje, 
wrapped in her great fur mantle, walked home with 
her brother over the crisp, firm snow. She had not 
found what she had expected in the play ; it had not 
been in the least like Shakespeare — the higher, nobler, 
more poetical part of her nature remained unsatisfied ; 
but there had been keen interest of a certain sort, and 
the girl's head was a little bewildered for the moment, 
80 that she was incapable of framing a dispassionate 
judgment on all that she had heard and seen. The 
house door was sure to be closed ere this, though not 
barred or bolted, for such precautions were seldom taken 
in Albany ; and Franzje had forgotten to ask any of the 
servants to sit up for them ; but Evert's knock was an- 
swered so rapidly, that it was evident someone had been 
on the watch. 

Maaike, in a sort of deshahille, opened the door in a 
cautious and mysterious manner, and laying her black 
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hand on Franzje's arm, said, in a tragic whisper, '^ Don't 
go in parlour, Mamselle ; Baas dere 1 Madame, she very 
bad, and send for Dominie; den Baas he come home. 
Everybody angry. Jettje, she send me to bed, but I not 
go to eleep, watch for you. Come straight away upstairs, 
deary ; everyone be better in morning." 

*^ Mother worse, and Father come home !" said Franzje, 
quite sobered by the unexpected news. *' Don't hold me, 
Maaike, I must go and speak to Father." 

" Dominie been talking to him,'* persisted Maria, with 
a gesture of awe. 

Franzje gave a little sad proud smile, and went on all 
the same. 

She ran straight to her father ; and at any other time 
the good elder would have clasped the bright, beautiful, 
blooming creature to him in a hearty embrace ; but now 
when Franzje would have kissed him he repulsed her, 
and turned away his head. '' Don't come and kiss me, 
child," he said ; " and you, sir," to Evert^ who was follow- 
ing his sister slowly, " don't pretend you're glad to see me 
back. You have been taking advantage of my absence to 
play your own pranks, and here have you left your poor 
mother as ill as she can be, and gone off to see a parcel of 
madcap officers make fools and knaves of themselves ! I 
am ashamed of you both, I am ashamed that you belong 
to me. Go to your rooms, and stay there : you will force 
me to turn the key upon you, I suppose, before I've 
done." 

It was a strange humiliating reception for the belle of 
Albany, but Franzje was too fond of her father and too 
anxious about her mother to resent it. " Is Mother really 
so ill 1 " she asked, tremblingly. " She said she was much 
better to-day, and only wanted to be quiet." 

" Ah ! and a fine way, truly, to keep her quiet, to go 
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off to the play without her knowledge ! " said M. Eyck- 
man, indignantly. 

" She knew ; she gave me leave," pleaded Franzje, in 
surprise. 

But M. Eyckman turned on her with a sudden sternness 
of wrath. " Have they taught you to tell lies, girl 1 " he 
said fiercely. 

A scarlet flame sprang into Franzje's cheek. Never in 
all her life had such an accusation been brought against 
her ; she was even more astonished than hurt. 

" Madame Cuyler came for me, and Evert asked Mother's 
leave for me to go with her/' she said, in as calm a voice 
as she could command. She looked round for Evert to 
corroborate the assertion, but he had made off and left her 
to defend herself. It was rather a cowardly proceeding, 
bnt he glossed it over in his own mind, by saying that 
'' Eranzje would be sure to manage Father when she had 
him alone." 

She could have done so on an ordinary occasion, but 
M. Eyckman had been worked up by what had passed 
between him and his wife and the Dominie before the 
young people returned, and was really angry now, with 
the sharp short-lived anger of a naturally good-tempered 
person. 

"I won't hear a word," he rejoined; "you are only 
trying to deceive me. I could not have believed it of 
you, Franzje. Go to your bed, and do not come near me 
again till I send for you. A day or two in your own room 
will give you time to think, and you will be just as useful 
there as gadding about over the town. Go at once," he 
added, still more angrily, as Franzje stood hesitating, not 
feeling as if she could bear to go and leave him so dis- 
pleased with her. " I told the Dominie I would find some 
means of punishing you. As for Evert, I shall send him to 
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your uncle at New York ; a little drudgery in a merchant's 
office will keep him out of mischief, perhaps." 

Eranzje's heart gave a proud rebellious throb at the 
sound of punishment. She — a woman, as she now felt — 
to be treated like a naughty child ! 

Nevertheless, she saw that words were useless, and 
turned to go, only pausing at the door to ask, ^* May I not 
see how Mother is ? I will go in very softly." 

" No, no, I won't have her disturbed ; do as I bid you, 
and go straight to bed; you ought to have been there 
hours ago." 

The Dutch clock in the hall struck twelve as she went 
up the stairs; and though she was too excited to feel 
weary, there did indeed seem something unnatural and 
dissipated in keeping such hours for the first time in her 
life. 

Evert came out of bis room as she passed it. " Have 
you made it right with Eather, Eranz ] " he Risked. " Jan 
says there has been a temble to-do. Perhaps I brought 
you in for it rather, but never mind ; you have had your 
treat, and Eather won't be angry for long. It's only that 
tiresome old Dominie that makes him so particular." 

" I suppose it was he who wished me to be punished," 
thought Eranzje to herself and her heart swelled so that 
she could not speak. 

'^I wish we could get rid of him and his preachings, that 
I do," continued Evert vehemently, but Eranzje started as 
if the idea were treason, and with a shocked " Evert ! " 
disappeared within her own room. 

It was a troubled wakeful night that succeeded this 
eventful evening; and it was followed by a long dull 
solitary day, unlike anything in Eranzje's previous expe- 
rience. There was nothing to break the loneliness but the 
appearance of old Jettje bringing her breakfast and dinner ; 
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and to feel that her mother was ill close at hand^ and that 
she might not go to her, was very painful to the tender- 
hearted girl. She had plenty of time to think, as her 
father had said ; but her head ached after her sleepless 
night, and her thoughts would not come clearly or collect- 
edly. Mr. Vyviaii*s gallant compliments and her father's 
angry reproaches rang in her ears by turns, and her puzzled 
endeavours to find out how far she had been wrong were 
mingled with surmises as to who Dorinda could be, and 
wonderings whether she should ever see her again. 

L'ite in the afternoon Jettje popped her head in 
suddenly. 

" Dominid waat you, Mamselle ; you to go to him in 
Madame*s room.*' 

Franzje dashed away some idle tears that had begun to 
fall, and rose up, half trembling, half defiant. With the 
old childish instinct of making herself tidy before enter- 
ing the Dominie's presence, she bathed her face and 
smoothed her hair and settled her apron, and then took 
her way to her mother's room. 

The negress had vanished, and Madame Eyckman's 
door was shut, so Franzje gave a gentle tap and waited 
for permission to enter. Kone came ; and as she heard the 
Dominie talking with her mother, she thought her soft 
knock might have passed unnoticed, and tapped again. 

This time there was a slight pause in the voices, and 
she was sure it must have been heard, but no one opened 
the door, nor said ** Come in." The nursery door, which 
was just opposite, was open, and the room was empty, for 
the children were running riot in the kitchen, so she sat 
down on the step and waited, at first with an anxious 
beating heart, then with a sort of hardening of indiffer- 
ence, till finally weariness overpowered her and she 
dropped asleep. 
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How long she slept she did not know — not more than 
a few minutes really — but she was roused by the soft 
touch of a hand on her head. So soft, so caressing it 
seemed, that she woke with a smile on her face like the 
waking smile of a little child that has felt its slumbers 
watched by loving eyes. And a strange confusion, part 
surprise, part shame, part hope, took possession of her 
when she looked up and saw that it was the Dominie 
who stood before her. Had she gone back in sleep to the 
old days when she was, as Killian had said, like the 
Dominie's own child, and had all the intervening time 
passed away like a feverish dream 1 

The illusion only lasted for a minute, the first sound of 
the Dominie's voice dispelled it, and yet he spoke more 
gently than Franzje had any cause to expect. 

" Poor child 1 " he said, in a pitying tone, " you are 
weary after your last night's pleasuring, and there is 
nothing like disappointment for producing this lassitude 
both of body and mind ; when we find we have sinned 
for nought, we begin to feel weary cf everything, and of 
ourselves most of all." 

She rose up while he was speaking, and it was indeed 
rather a languid face which she raised to his, but she did 
not give the answer that seemed to be expected from her. 

" I was very happy till I found Father was angry, sir," 
she said. 

" Come in here," said the Dominie, beckoning her into 
the empty nursery, not into the room he had just left. 

She followed him in, gave him a chair, and then stood 
in front of him to hear what he had to say. How like 
and yet unlike it seemed to the day when she had stood 
before him to repeat her lesson, and he had told her that 
the regiment was coming, and cautioned her about her 
behaviour ! Then all had been sunshine round her, and 



there ^had been siinslime in her heart too ; now there 
were shadows creeping ahout the large bare room, and 
some shadows within her as well, though not enough to 
put out the light. 

"You have disobeyed me, and pained and surprised 
me," said the Dominie, "and havia been persistently- 
blind to the dangers of the course you have entered on ; 
but I will not wrong you, my child, by supposing that 
last night's doings have not opened your eyes. No Chris- 
tian maiden could be present at such a spectacle, and not 
feel deeply ashamed of herself and of those who had 
brought it before her." 

Franzje was silent ; she had been disappointed, it was 
true, and at moments even disgusted ; but she had not 
felt that amount of horror and virtuous indignation which 
the Dominie seemed to take for granted. 

" You could not see Christian men — Christian in name 
at least — acting the part of fools and knaves, strutting 
about with painted faces, and uttering line after line of 
contemptible jargon, without blushing for them, I am 
sure," continued the pastor. "Still less could you see 
men in women's garb without turning away your head 
and wishing with all your heart that you had never 
come." 

" Oh ! was Dorinda a man ? " asked Franzje, with a 
sudden start. 

He did not reply ; the eagerness of the tone puzzled 
him, as well it might, and for the first moment, too, he 
thought her innocence assumed ; but there was unmis- 
takeable truth in the accents of her voice, as she went on, 
" They were not the officers, were they, sir ? those ladies 
on the stage ? " and he was obliged to believe that of this 
portion of the iniquity she had really not been cognizant 
" The ensigns of the regiment and one captain under- 
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took tlie female parts, I am iaformed/' lie answered, with 
grave distinctness. 

" Oh," said the girl softly. There was great surprise, 
not nntinged with disapproval, in the tone in which she 
hreathed this " oh," hut yet there was a sound of relief in 
it too, which did not escape the Dominie's ear. 

" Who was this Dorinda that you mentioned just now? " 
he asked sternly. 

" She was the young lady that Mr. Vyv— that Aim- 
well married. Sir," returned Franzje simply, hut with 
rising colour. 

" Am I to understand that there was the mockery of a 
wedding ? " 

" Oh no, Sir ! hut I mean, he asked her to marry him, 
and she said she would." 

" And you thought her a very happy young lady," said 
the Dominie, with a smile, in which there was even more 
pathos than satire. ** Oh, child ! child ! what can I say 
that will open your eyes hefore it be quite too late 1 " 

" I am sorry that I went to the play when Mother was 
ill. Sir," said Franzje, finding courage and humility enough 
to own what did really appear to herself as a fault 

" And is that the extent of your sorrow ? " questioned 
the Dominie gravely. " Have you no other pardon to 
ask than your mother^s 1 " 

Her colour went and came, but she said nothing ; and 
it was in a sterner tone that the pastor continued, '^ Have 
you no sorrow to express for all that has come and gone 
since we last talked together alone 1 — ^in the little chestnut 
wood, do you remember it as you ought ? — nothing to say 
about all the self-will and the going after vanities, no 
contrition to tell me of, no counsel to ask ? Are you 
stifling the voice of conscience, or is it really dead within 
you?" 
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A slight tremor passed over the girl's frame, and her 
hands clasped and unclasped themselves together ner- 
vously. She was not unmoved — oh ! far from it ; but 
yet she did not speak. 

He gave her a little time, but when still there came no 
word, not so much as a sob to break the silence, he rose 
and walked to the door. On the threshold he turned and 
said, in a deep, still voice, " I leave you for the present, 
Franzje ; when you awake to a better mind, and find you 
have awoke too late, then remember that the least expres- 
sion of penitence would have been accepted had it been 
offered now." 

Again he waited a moment, but surprise and perplexity 
and a sort of awe chained the girl's tongue, and in another 
minute, he was on his way downstairs, hiding his sadness 
under a mask of additional sternness, and bestowing on 
Evert, whom he found in the parlour, the sharp rebuke 
which Franzje had expected, and which, in her case, for 
some reason or other, he had forborne to give. 

When she was left alone, she stood a little while with 
her hands clasped in a sort of painful- reverie ; then she 
ran to her mother, and found some relief to one of her 
anxieties in seeing her look rather better than she had 
expected. Madame Ryckman could not help looking glad 
at the sight of her, and giving her one motherly hug ; but 
after that she seemed to remember Eranzje's misdemean- 
ours, and to try to be distant and repressive. What ap- 
peared to vex her most was, that her husband had found 
no one to welcome him after his long, cold journey, or to 
see to his wants, but Jan ; and she would scarcely listen 
to Frtozje's real regret ; but after saying what she had 
to say, closed her eyes wearily, and desired to be left 
alon^. 

**Am I to go back to my room, mother 1" asked the 
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girl, not unsubraissively, though with a little proud lifting 
of her queenly head. 

" Not unless your father sends you. I would rather 
you saw to him and the house and the children and 
your Uncle Jan. Go and tell your uncle I am better, 
and sit with him a little bit till your father comes in." 

Eranzje was not at all sorry to have this command given 
her ; she wanted counsel, sympathy, someone to tell her 
how and why she had been wrong, someone who would 
be satisfied with something short of unconditional submis- 
sion, someone who would not wound her by implying 
harsh things of Mr. Vy vian ; and her heart turned yearn- 
ingly towards her old uncle, as more likely than anyone 
else to afford her what she needed. When she entered 
his room, however, he was leaning back in his chair with 
his arms folded, and seemed engaged in placid meditation, 
so that after watching him for a little while, all that she 
had meant to say died away upon her lips, and she told 
herself that it would be cruel to trouble his peace. She 
did not turn away though, but went softly forward, knelt 
down beside him, and laid her head upon his knee. 

He did not say a word, nor even stretch out his hand, 
but neither did he repulse her, so at least the flaxen head 
had found a rest, and the young heart a haven of stillness 
where it might soothe itself into calm. 



CHAPTER X. 

gittnl Sft^ugkr. 

, " The Flats, Jarmary 7th. 
** My Dear Franzje, 

** I dare say you have heard from your father that the Colonel 
and I travelled home with him ; it was indeed what he told us of 



the state of things here which induced us to return at once, instead 
of passing the whole of the winter at New York, as we had intended. 
I am suflfering with my rheumatism from the cold journey, and 
cannot go out ; but if your mother can spare you, I shall be happy 
to see you here, and hope you will be able to stay the night. How 
have your French studies been progressing during my absence ? 
Present our kindest compliments to your mother, and believe me 
to remain, 

"Your affectionate old friend, 

"Catalina Sohttyleb." 

Madame Schuyler penned this note on the afternoon of 
the 7th, sitting in what was called the winter-house, a small 
snug sort of cottage adjoining the hack of the large three- 
storied brick mansion, which was the nominal residence of 
the family. The wide airy rooms and polished floors were 
too cold for winter comfort, and the smoke of the great wood 
fires that it was necessary to keep up would have injured 
the elegant furniture and the paintings that hung round 
the walls ; so whenever they happened to be at home in 
severe weather, Colonel Schuyler and his wife retreated 
into the little house at the back, which was warm and cosy, 
and comfortably carpeted, and furnished in a plain but 
convenient way. They lost the lovely view of the river 
which they had from their summer parlour ; but the win- 
dows looked towards steep, picturesque, pine-crowned hills, 
which were beautiful even when covered with snow, and 
made the bright fire-lit room seem all the cosier from the 
contrast with their white desolation. 

Aunt Schuyler, as her friends called her, was a comely, 
middle-aged woman, tall and stout, with a remarkably 
pleasant, sensible countenance, and the manner of one 
who felt herseK a person of importance, and yet was far 
from feeling any contempt for others, or any wish to 
dictate to them. When she had despatched her note 
the next morning by one of the many willing negroes who 

L 
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were about the place, she sat by the fire knitting and 
thinking ; and, to judge by the grave expression which 
her kind face took, her thoughts must have been rather 
of an anxious character. Colonel Schuyler had been into 
Albany the day before, seen the Dominie, and heard 
something of his troubles ; and good Madame Schuyler — 
who had a great regard for her pastor, and yet thought 
him somewhat too narrow and uncompromising — was 
perplexed as to how far her friends and neighbours 
had really been going wrong in her absence, and what 
could be done to help them to get right again. Looking 
on the young people of the town as so many nieces and 
nephews, she naturally felt a keener interest in their mis- 
doings, real or imaginary, than is usually felt by a childless 
woman about the faults of the boys and girls of her 
acquaintance ; and what she had heard from M. Ryckman 
at New York, had made her fear that they had really been 
led astray in some degree by the English officers, though 
she was not prepared to pass sentence on them at once as 
irreclaimable, because she was told that they had suddenly 
developed a taste for dancing. 

*' I hope Franzje will cqme," she said to herself; " the 
child has great good sense, aiid I know I could trust her 
view of affairs, even though her father did seem to say 
that she had not escaped the Anglomania altogether. I 
should like to have a talk with her before I send for my 
nieces " — she meant her real nieces, the Cuylers, now — 
" one girl can give a coherent account of things, but two 
or three girls together always get confused and contra- 
dictory. I wonder if ComeUa really did take those dear 
girls to the play ; Philip understood her to say so, and 
that she very much repented it now. I must hear what 
she and her husband say of the officers before I decide to 
show them any civilities. Trelawny is a good name, and 
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60 is Yyvian ; but it is not uncommon to meet with de- 
generate scions of honourable houses." 

Her meditations were interrupted by a little stir in the 
lobby outside ; and feeling sure it portended the arrival of 
visitors — M. and Madame Cuyler, of whom she had been 
thinking, perhaps — she got up and went to meet them. 
It was not her brother and sister-in-law, but the Dominie 
and M. Jansen, the elder whose constant tale-bearing had 
excited Eraiizje's indignation. Madame welcomed them 
with great cordiahty and respect ; and though she would 
rather have seen the Dominie alone, she was much too 
hospitable to betray the least annoyance at his having 
brought a companion with him. She pressed them to sit 
near the fire, and to remain to dinner, telling them that 
the Colonel h'ad but gone to see his brother Peter, who 
lived close by, and would be sure to be home by the time 
the meal was ready. 

Elder Jansen, who was a fat, puffy little man, of true 
Dutch build, showed a certain quiet satisfaction at the 
idea of dinner ; but the Dominie gave no definite ac- 
Qeptance, and glanced round restlessly^ as if he were im- 
patient to be doing something, without knowing exactly 
what. 

Madame Schuyler thought to herself that nowhere 
during her absence had she seen anything so fine as 
that broad intellectual brow, and those deep-set, piercing 
eyes ; but she missed the kindly smile which was wont to 
light up the pastor's face when in company with real 
friends, and was struck with the worn and wasted look on 
his handsome features, which even those who saw him 
every day had begun to notice. 

" You have not been taking care of yourself while we 
have been away, Dominie, I am afraid," she said, pre- 
sently ; '^ you should give yourself a little holiday at this 

l2 
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festival season, and come and spend a few days with us. 
You know well what pleasure it would confer on my hus- 
band and Die." 

" Thank you, you are very good," replied the Dominie, 
gravely ; " but I cannot be absent from the town at pre- 
sent ; and there are things which call upon us rather to 
fast and pray than to feast and make merry just now, 
Christmas-tide though it be." 

He did not seem inclined to explain what the things 
were, but M. Jansen volunteered the explanation. 

" You have been away from home, Madame, and don't 
know all that our Dominie has had to try him," he 
said ; " those English ofl&cers have turned our good city 
upside down, and not content with introducing balls and 
all manner of worldly amusements, they have now gone 
so far as to act what they call a play. I can assure you 
that not only did these young men, who are familiar with 
every vice and every disguise, spend the whole night in 
telling lies in a counterfeited place, but they actually 
degraded manhood, and broke through an express pro- 
hibition of Scripture, by assuming female habits. Female 
habits ! " repeated the little man, impressively, as if the 
full horror of the statement might have escaped Aunt 
Schuyler's perception. "Moreover, they painted their 
fsLcea— painted their faces I think of that, Madame ! and 
strutted about on the stage like so many Jezebels ; 
cursing and swearing, and assuming the characters of 
knaves, fools, and robbers, such as every good man 
would have held in detestation." 

'' I wonder you could bear to see it, M. Jansen," said 
the good lady, demurely. 

" See it ! " cried the elder, his round, red face grow- 
ing purple with indignation; "«etf it, Madame! what 
do you take me for? I was not there; I was where 
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a Christian ought to he at such an hour, in my hed 
asleep." 

A faint smile, harely perceptihle, moved the lips of the 
Dominie at his elder's definition of sleep as the only 
Christian occupation for midnight hours. When he had 
left Madame Eyckman on the night of the 7th, it had 
not heen to retire to rest, hut to wear out the hours in 
prayer for his misguided people, till the slow daylight 
dawned, and he could helieve the revels over; hut of 
Qourse he said nothing of this, and it was Madame 
Schuyler who replied, "I heg your pardon, I am sure, 
hut you described it all so vividly, that I could not 
suppose you were speaking only from hearsay. Are you 
certain that you have heen rightly informed about it ? My 
sister, Madame Cuyler, was there, I understand ; and I 
scarcely think if the spectacle had been so revolting she 
would have remained to witness it." 

*' Do not quote Madame Cuyler's presence at the play 
as sanctioning what went on there, dear friend/' said the 
Dominie, suddenly taking up the word ; ''she has expressed 
to me the greatest regret at her rashness in going and 
taking her young people with her. You, who know her 
gentle and retiring nature, will believe how reprehen- 
sible the thing must have been, when I tell you that one 
scene was so gross that she felt obliged to turn her back 
upon the stage altogether, and look the other way. Had 
she done what she ought, she would have left the bam, 
but it seems she had not courage for that." 

** I am sorry that she should have gone," said Madame 
Schuyler, much more convinced by the Dominie's calm 
statements than by Elder Jansen's vehemence. 

" Yes, it is much to be regretted, and she will have 
cause to rue it many a day. The misfortune is, that the 
young people who accompanied her do T^ot aU see the 
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natter in the same light that she does ; one would think 
they had been familiamed with eyil, so caUoaslj do some 
of them speak of it." 

'^ I am told Franzje Eyckman sat and looked on as 
coolly as possible/' said M. Jansen, with what Aunt 
Schuyler could not but think spitefulness in his tone. 

*' May it not have been their innocence that prevented 
the young things from understanding all that was amiss 1" 
said she, in her tender wisdom. " I doubt whether there 
are better maidens anywhere than Eranzje and my nieces, 
though perhaps it is not for me to say it, as I have had 
some share in their bringing up.*' 

"Ah,. youVe been deceived in the young Eyckmans, 
Madame ! " said M. Jansen, solemnly ; '^ as for MamseUe 
Franzje, as she likes to be called, she goes about as proud 
as a peacock, and sets the Dominie at defiance. It*s a 
scandal to the whole place to see it.** 

Madame Schuyler, though nominally holding rather a 
harsh and narrow creed, was above all things large-hearted, 
and had in perfection that *' graceful perversity of in- 
credulousneas about scandals" which Faber calls "the 
temx)er and genius of saints and saint-like men." 

" I dare say Franzje is a little apt to be captivated with 
novelties, like other young people," she said, with a smile ; 
"but I think better of Albany than to suppose it is 
taken up with the doings of a young girl of sixteen; 
and I don't think a little girlish wilfulness, if there has 
been such, need be construed into defiaiice, — do you, 
Dominie % " 

That touch of fatherly tenderness towards -Franzje which 
lingered in the Dominie's heart, made him more disposed 
to side with his charitable friend in this case than with 
the zealous elder; but just because of this feeling he 
braced himself up to impartial severity, and answered, 
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" It is true, however, that Franzje and Evert have both 
set at naught my clearly-expressed wishes. In public 
and in private I have exhorted my flock — the younger 
members more especially — to take no part in the dissipa- 
tions introduced by these officers ; yet on the evening of 
the 7th, the Gerritses' barn was crowded with the youth 
of the town of both sexes, and among them were my 
own elder's children— Franzje and Evert Ryckman." 

" And my nieces and nephews too ; I am really sorry," 
said Madame Schuyler thoughtfully. " I can quite imagine 
how that giddy fellow Cornelius talked over his poor 
mother. Was his stolid namesake, Cornelius Banker, 
one of the party ? " 

" No ; Cornelius Banker and Killian Barentse stood 
firm against temptation, and for that I am thankful," said 
the Dominie. " Cornelius was especially tried, for his 
parents and sisters went ; but ever since a dance at the 
Gerritses' last autumn he has kept aloof from dissi- 
pation." 

" I do think having a thick head makes it easier to be 
good sometimes," rejoined Madame Schuyler pleasantly, 
with no wish to under-rate young Banker's virtue, but 
longing greatly to excuse all the culprits a little ; " would 
it not be possible, Dominie, for my husband and others to 
take these young officers in hand, and win them to keep 
their amusements within due bounds 1 " 

" No, it would not ! " said the Dominie, rather exaspe- 
rated at hearing from the lips of the woman whom of all 
others he most esteemed, the same proposition which he 
had already combated when advanced by M. liyckman 
and divers of the " moderate " party ; then, in a gentler 
tone, he added, '^ These men do not look on pleasure as an 
occasional relaxation — a refreshment to make them fitter 
for duty j they consider it the business of their lives, and 
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therefore there is no possibility of coming to terms with 
them on the subject." 

" I should have been glad if it could have been done, 
for the sake of our own young people/' said Madame 
Schuyler ; " they, at least cannot be yet such votaries of 
pleasure as not to be easily persuaded to moderation ; and 
surely a little dancing, for instance, might be indulged in 
in a harmless way. Even our great master, Calvin, 
allowed that * dances and cards were not in themselves 
evU,' did he not ? " 

" He put the wife of the ex-syndic in prison for a few 
days because she went to a ball, and showed no sense 
of her error in doing so," remarked the Dominie, rather 
grimly ; said perhaps he himself would nowise have ob- 
jected to pop that recalcitrant female Madame Gerritse in 
prison if he had had the power — ^all for her real good, as 
he firmly believed — ^though he did not give expression to 
any such desire. 

If Madame Schuyler had been thoroughly up in the 
history of Calvin and the Geneva of Calvin's day, she 
might have rejoined that the dances performed at the ball 
in question had been inconsistent with propriety, and 
that Madame Perrin had not only '' shown no sense of her 
error," but attacked her pastor with violent invective and 
abuse ; as it was, however, she merely answered mildly, 
" I did not know that ; but I have heard Calvin quoted as 
not condemning amusements altogether, and as once even 
putting off a sermon for the convenience of those who 
were attending at a j)lat/" She could not help glancing 
at Elder Jansen as she said this, with a little quiet 
humour in her eyes ; but her triumph — if triumph it 
were — was short-lived. 

" You are not perhaps aware," said the Dominie, " that 
this play was intended to be of an improving character, 
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and was entitled ' A History for the Edification of tlie 
People,' and that it was, moreover, the only theatrical 
piece which Calvin sanctioned. When a second piece 
was about to be performed, called *The Acts of the 
Apostles,' he upheld one* of his colleagues in opposing it ; 
and I believe it was the last that was given at Geneva 
during his ministry there." 

There was no disputing the calm positiveness with 
which the Dominie spoke ; and Madame Schuyler gave 
in at once, with a respectful good humour which was 
unconsciously soothing. 

His stem face relaxed into a smile that was almost 
playful, as he said, *' I will be content to go as far in 
toleration as my master, and if you can get hold of this 
* History for the Edification of the People/ and persuade 
the officers to act thaty I will promise to make no objec- 
tion." 

Madame Schuyler smiled, and took the jest as it was 
meant ; but M. Jansen gave a significant snort, and ob- 
served sneeringly, " You will be clever indeed if you get 
edification of any sort out of this godless regiment — they 
are a set of rakes from beginning to end. I could tell 
you fine tales of them, if I were not afraid of shocking 
your ears, Madame 3 and when you see the terms that 
two of them are on with Anna Gerritse and Franzje 
Eyckman, you will agree with me that the sooner they 
are out of the place the better." 

He was about to add more, but at this point the Do- 
minie checked him., "We must beware of rash judg- 
ments, my friend," he said, '* especially where young 
maidens are in question. — Neither would I have you be- 
lieve," he continued, now addressing Madame Schuyler, 
"that Franzje and Evert Eyckman have gone all the 
lengths of the Gerritses and their set. You will use your 
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influence with them, I trusty and perhaps they may even 
yet be brought to a better mind." 

'*! am hoping to see Franzje here to-day. I have 
written to ask her to come/' was the reply. 

" You will not see her," said the Dominie, gravely ; 
** it was her father's intention, I know, to confine her to 
her room for a few days, on account of her insubordinate 
conduct with regard to the play-acting, and this will of 
course prevent her accepting your kind invitation." 

Madame Schuyler let her knitting fall in her lap with 
a sudden movement of surprise — of shocked surprise, it 
seemed. She awoke all at once to a perception that her 
kindly longings to reconcile the opposing parties in the 
town, by preaching toleration to the one set and modera- 
tion to the other, were by no means likely to be realized ; 
that the war between them had become already interne- 
cine. If such a fond, easy-tempered parent as M. Eyck- 
man felt it necessary to go to such lengths with an almost 
grown-up daughter, things must indeed have come to 
a bad pass ! ** Quite beyond my mending, or even 
Philip's!" thought good Aunt Schuyler, in momentary 
despair. 

She took refuge in a hope that the regiment would not 
remain long in the town. '^ There is to be another attack 
on Crown Point in the spring, is there not 1 My hus- 
band attended the Congress at which it was proposed, 
and we heard much talk of it at New York. Surely 
Colonel Trelawny and his men will be wanted then ! " 

"I hope so; but nothing can be done till the frost 
breaks up," said the Dominie, gloomily, '^ and between 
January and April a great deal of mischief may be 
wrought." 

"It must be our part to try and prevent itj" said 
Madame Schuyler, with an efifort to appear cheerful and 



hopeful still. — " Oil ! you are not going, surely, Dominie 1 
I expect Colonel Schuyler in every minute." 

But the Dominie persisted in taking leave, spite of M. 
Janaen's evident willingness to remain; and Madame 
Schuyler accompanied them, not only to the door of the 
winter house, but through a passage which led to the hall 
of the other house, and so out at the great porch, which 
was the more dignified way of exit. 

As they were passing along, with M. Jansen a little 
in the rear, Madame Schuyler thought she would say a 
good word for Franzje. " I hope M. Eyckman won't be 
too hard on my little friend Franzje," she said ; '' she is 
so gentle and sensible, that I should think reasoning with 
her would have quite as much effect as punishment might 
have on others." 

" It has been tried," said the Dominie, in a tone that 
sounded harsh and abrupt, because it was so full of pain ; 
" her parents have dealt very tenderly with her hitherto ; 
we must now see what severity will effect" 

He fancied her sitting lonely in her room, with the 
pale, languid look that he had remarked the day before ; 
and Madame Schuy Ws mental image of her was not very 
dissimilar. What was their surprise when, just as they 
came out into the porch, a sledge drew np at the steps, 
and from out of a cloud of furs appeared a bright, bloom- 
ing face all glowing from the frosty air, while a sweet, gay 
voice exclaimed, " Oh 1 Aunt Schuyler, how glad I am to 
see you again I " and behold there was Franzje, not a 
prisoner at all, bnt abroad taking her pleasure, and with 
her father sitting beside her, and looking almost as pleased 
a? herself ! When she ran np the steps and caught sight 
of the Dominie and M. Jansen, her expression changed a 
little, it is true, and she kissed Madame Schuyler silently, 
and made rather a shy, constrained curtsey to her pastor ; 
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but still what a scandal it was— accordlDg to Elder Jansen's 
notions — that she should be there at all, and just in time 
for the good dinner that he was missing, when she ought 
to have been locked up at home, with bread and water 
for her fare ! 

Madame Schuyler could not help being glad to see her, 
spite of the Dominie's grave looks, and pressed M. Kyck- 
man to come in too ; but he declined, and after handing 
up to Franzje a parcel which contained her provision for 
the night, announced that he must get back to Albany 
as quickly as possible, and offered the Dominie a seat in 
his sledge. He knew that he was laying himself open to 
a lecture by doing so, but he had a great deal too much 
respect for his pastor to neglect to show him this very 
natural piece of courtesy, and would not acknowledge to 
himself how relieved he felt when it was refused. 

" You will give M. Jansen a lift, perhaps ; but for my- 
self, I would rather walk/' said the Dominie, glancing at 
his snow-shoes as he spoke, and rather ignoring the prof- 
ferred hand of his elder — a weak-minded elder, who had 
no proper ideas of parental discipline ! " Good-bye, 
Madame. — Good-bye, Jansen; you will dine with me, I 
hope. I shall be home nearly as soon as you." And 
then away he strode, in his determined fashion, with an 
air which forbade even M. Jansen to follow him, so 
plainly did it say, " I am in haste to be alone." 

The two elders drove off together ; and when everybody 
was out of sight, Madame Schuyler gave her young friend 
a real comfortable hug; and then putting her a little 
away, said rather drily, " And so your fathei* has brought 
you to the old aunt to be scolded. What am I to do to 
you, child, to make you good ? " 

" Have they made you think me so bad then. Aunt 1 " 
replied Franzje, with a playfulness that was half wistfuL 
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"I don't know what to think; after dinner we will 
have one of our long talks, and you shall tell me what 
has been going on while I have been away. I should 
like to arriye at an understanding of how much is right 
and how much is wrong in all these novelties that I 
hear of." 

" That is just what I can't be sure of," said Franzje, 
with a sigh which came from the very depths of her 
heart ; but it was something to have to do with a person 
who had not already prejudged the case, and in another 
minute she looked up, and said hopefully, *'0 Aunt 
Schuyler, I think everything will be better now that you 
have come home ! " 

Madame Schuyler was chirruping to the birds who had 
found winter quarters in the shelter of her friendly porch, 
and for whose accommodation a small shelf had been 
erected, upon which they nestled ; but she turned round 
with the cheery answer, " Well, we will see what can be 
done, though I am afraid of tumiug into an old busy- 
body, and making things worse than I find them." ALd 
then, taking her guest's hand kindly in her own, she con- 
ducted her to the winter-house, and up into a small but 
comfortable bedroom, which was to be hers for the 
night. 

" Now I will leave you to get ready for dinner," she 
said, " for I hear the Colonel's step in the lobby ; but by 
and by, when he has gone out again, we will have our 
long talk, and see what we can make of it all." 

Spite of these good intentions, twice expressed, the 
*^ long talk " did not come ofif that afternoon. Just as 
Madame Schuyler and Franzje were settling down to it, 
— the girl sitting on a low stool at her friend's feet — the 
bustle of an arrival was heard, and no less than four 
officers — Colonel Trelawny, Major Berkeley, Mr. Vyyian, 
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and Mr. Grardiner — ^were ushered in with some ceremony 
by the gray-haired negro who believed himself to be 
Colonel Schuyler's butler, though no one else in the 
primitive mansion was conscious of the existence of such 
a functionary. They had driven out to pay their respects 
to the owners of the Flats ; and spite of what she had 
heard against them, the aristocratic appearance of the 
commanding officer and his adjutant did impress Madame 
Schuyler favourably, though she liked Colonel Trelawny 
less and less as the visit went on. He was extremely 
courteous on the surface, but his scarcely-disguised super- 
ciliousness and frivolity were not congenial..to the good- 
hearted, sensible lady ; and it was a great relief to her 
when her husband — summoned from his bam — came in, 
and she had leisure to talk a little to the others, and pre- 
vent Mr. Vy vian's colloquy with Franzje firom becoming a 
complete tite-d-tite, 

Franzje had risen up in haste when the visitors entered, 
and modestly withdrawn to a seat near the window. Art- 
fully, Elder Jansen would have said, for it gave Mr. 
Yyvian the opportunity of taking a large arm-chair which 
was close to her, and so rather cutting her off from the 
rest of the party. 

** I am so relieved to find you here ! " said he, when 
they had exchanged greetings ; " I had heard all sorts of 
dreadful tales about you, and pictured you to myself im- 
mured in some secret dungeon beneath the floor of the 
Manse." 

Franzje coloured painfully. Somehow, though she had 
borne her brief disgrace very patiently on the whole, it 
was intolerable to her that Mr. Vyvian should know of 
it. " I have been at home quite safe," she said, '* till my 
father brought me here this morning : it is so pleasant to 
have Aunt Schuyler back ! " 



"Yes, I dare say," he answered, with a rather critical 
though not uniindly glance towards that worthy lady; 
" btit, Mademoiselle, have you really been quite well and 
happy since we parted on Monday night ? I can't tell you 
what uneasiness I have been suffering on your account. 
Report said that the Dominie was looking up all the 
lambs who were beguiled into straying in the direction 
of Babylon on the evening of the 7th, and was driving 
them back into the fold by main force, l^o words can 
describe how it pained me to think of you given over 
to his tender mercies." 

Womanly pride, as well as the remains of her old trust- 
ing loyalty, came to Franzje's aid at this moment. " I 
should have had no cause to be afraid if I had been," she 
said ; " but you have not been quite rightly informed, 
Sir." 

He admired her kindling glance, and the momentary 
hauteur of her manner, and took his cue from her imm,e- 
diately. It was just the facility with which he did so 
that made his admiration dangerous to her. She scarcely 
ever saw him as he was in himself, but only as he doiUd 
be under her influence. 

" So you trust your formidable Dominie more than you 
fear him ? " he said. ** Well, I dare say the trust is not 
misplaced. I can femcy he is too grand-natured to be 
a thorough tyrant — not weak enough to be cruel, I 
mean." 

Her glance kindled now in a brighter and sweeter 
fashion. " I am so glad you don't think cruelty goes 
with strength ! I do like what is strong, even when it is 
against me." 

He looked hard at her as she spoke, reading every line 
of the brightening face, and well divining her capacity for 
hero-worship, and also the sort of character that was 
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likely to be heroic in her eyes : not his own, he knew, 
and yet he meant to win her for himself all the same. 

'< So do I like strength when it is allied with gentle- 
ness/' he said ; '' and I always think there mnst be some- 
thing very strong and reliable in a person who continues 
to stand one's friend spite of all adverse inflaences. 
Mademoiselle, if anything were needed to increase my 
regard for you, it would be increased tenfold by the 
generosity of your partisanship ! Now if you can only 
get Madame Schuyler on our side, we shall have a chance 
of organiziug a really enlightened, liberal-minded circle, 
that will be able to stand its ground against the narrow- 
ness of Elder Jansen and his set." 

** I don't want you to act any more plays, Sir," said 
Franzje, colouring very much, but getting the words out 
bravely. "I was interested in that one, but I would 
rather not see any more." 

" Tou were scandalized at my love-making to Dorinda, 
I know," he said, secretly very much flattered at what he 
thought her jealousy. " I will promise you to take no 
lover's part for the future; one does not enjoy the 
mockery of a thing when one knows what the thing itself 
is." 

She had meant something quite different, for since her 
discovery that Dorinda was a man her little foolish 
jealousy had all died away, and she had been able to 
take a much more dispassionate view of what she had 
heard and seen ; but just as she opened her lips to speak 
again, Colonel Schuyler came in, and Mr. Vyvian had to 
go forward and be introduced to him, and then Madame 
Schuyler changed her seat and came nearer to the window, 
and it was no longer possible to say anything without 
being overheard. 

Mr. Vyvian did not seem at all put out at having his 
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conversation with Franzje interrupted, "but good- 
humouredly set to work to ingratiate himself with her 
old friend, and was so agreeable tha,t Madame Schuyler 
could not help being somewhat taken with him, and 
feeling glad that she was not bonnd to accept as just 
M. Jansen's sweeping condemnation of the whole of the 
officers. He declared that he remembered hearing his 
mother talk of having met old Colonel Schuyler — 
Madame's uncle, now dead — when he brought the Mo- 
hawk chief, " King Hendrick," to England, and insinu- 
ated that she would be much charmed to hear of her 
son having made acquaintance with the family at the 
Flats. He admired the beauty of the scenery, told 
how he had epjoyed the berry-picking in the autumn, 
expatiated on the delights of sleighing, and altogether 
exhibited so little of that contempt for the pleasures 
Albany could offer, which had been discernible in him 
when he first came to the place, that Madame Schuyler 
set him down as a very sensible young man, and Franzje 
said to herself, '^ He has got to like us, and to enter into 
our ways. I wonder whether any of the other officers 
care for us as he does ! At any rate, I don't think 
Aunt Schuyler will be able to help liking him better 
than the rest." 

Certainly Major Berkeley and Mr. Gardiner would not 
bear comparison with him. The former did indeed try 
to get up a little interest in farm matters, and asked 
Colonel Schuyler how his sheep were housed in 
the winter, and remarked on the great size of the 
barn, which was considerably larger even than the 
Gerritses* ; but Mr. Gardiner did nothing but yawn, and 
stare at Franzje, wondering to himself how it was that her 
eyes looked all the bluer for the blue ribbon in her hair, 
though they couldn't be said to match, and whether 

H 
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Vyvian would not find it a great bore if his flirtation with 
her should end in his having to marry^her. "And I 
think it will," concluded the sapient young fellow, " if 
he goes on at this rate ; though I'm sure we'v0 all done 
our best to laugh him out of it ; and Trelawny has given 
him fair warning that he won't have a married man in the 
regiment." 

Franzje thought her old friend Colonel Schuyler a great 
contrast to the three empty-headed men around him, with 
his manly, resolute bearing, and grave, intelligent face. 
She took to listening, half to him, half to Mr. Vyvian, 
and was very happy and comfortable, very grateful to her 
father for forgiving her, arid bringing her to enjoy herself 
at the Flats, and only just a little troubled, deep down 
in her heart, at the thought of how sad and stern the 
Dominie had looked as he had hurried down the snowy 
path alone. 



CHAPTEE XL 

Iniritatkns. 

The Schuylers had not been long at home before they 
»ecame fully convinced that matters in Albany were past 
heir mending, and that the ouly hope of restored har- 
nony lay in the probability that Colonel Trelawny's regi- 
ment would be called into action as soon as the frost broke 
up. The struggle between the French and English sub- 
jects in America had been goisg on in a tedious, lingering 
way for some time; but in the previous year greater 
energy had been put forth on the English side than 
before, and important operations were in prospect for 
the year which had just begun — 1757. The limits of the 



territories of the two nations had been left undetermined 
at the Treaty of Aix-la-Chapelle ; and though commis- 
sioners chosen by both had met at Paris, in 1748, to 
determine the boundaries, no decision had been arrived 
at. Pending this seittlement, it was the policy of each to 
gain possession of all the important places to which they 
had any pretensions, and hold them until actually forced 
to give them up. The French had planned to join their 
distant settlements in Canada and Louisiana by a chain of 
forts and posts, extending from the St. Lawrence to the 
Mississippi, and also to adyance their possessions in the 
eastern part of Canada, so as to command navigation in 
the winter, when the. St. Lawrence was impassable. This 
double claim interfered with English rights not a little ; 
and the colonies of Nova Scotia, New York, and Virginia, 
which were chiefly encroached upon, had made their com- 
plaints known in the mother country. 

The English Government was inclined at first to leave 
the colonists to fight their own battle, but finally gave 
some limited assistance; though it was not till 1758, 
when Pitt took the matter in hand, that a really consider^- 
able British force was sent out to attack the French at 
once by sea and land. 

Albany^ wliich in the early days of its settlement had 
owned allegiance to Holland, had been taken by the Eng- 
lish in 1664, and obliged to exchange its Dutch title 
of Oranienburgh for its present one, in compliment to 
the English Duke and had ever since remained, like the 
rest of the New Netherlands, in loyal subjection to 
the British Crown. Since the commencement of the war 
with the French, it had risen in importance ; the com- 
missioners from the various states ' had met there in 
1754, to consider their projeet of union; the regiments 
raised in New Hampshire had passed through it on their 

H 2 
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way to attack Grown Point, and a good many hangers-on 
of the army had taken up their residence there, though, 
except the regiment of American militia which was quar- 
tered in the fort, no soldiers had heen actually stationed 
in the town till the coming of Colonel Trelawny and his 
men. 

The old people who rememhered Albany as it used to 
be sixty or seventy years before, felt that it could never 
be quite the same ftgain, even if the English soldiers were 
got rid of ; the new residents were of a different stamp 
from the original inhabitants of the place, and their style 
of dress and manners was not without its influence on 
the rising generation, which was prone to be attracted 
by novelties in other things besides amusements. Old 
Barentse, and a good many other members of 'Hhe 
Society," shook their heads over the inevitable degene- 
racy of the place ; but Colonel Schuyler and his wife, 
who were not so wedded to antique fashions, and believed 
to a certain extent in progress, felt that they could be 
satisfied to see a little more independence of judgment — 
a little more life and liberty — among the younger citizens, 
if only they could put away from them temptations to 
licence. Without adopting the harsh, sweeping judg- 
ments of Elder Jansen, they had come to believe in 
the worthlessness of some at least among the officers; 
and when Madame saw Anna Gerritse's complacency 
under Colonel Trelawny's bold glances, she was half in- 
clined to echo the elder's sentiment, that the sooner he 
was out of the place the better. But Franzje and Mr. 
Yyvian ! she could by no mean^ find it in her heart to 
fear for them, or condemn them in anything like the same 
degree. The girl was so little altered, as far as Aunt 
Schuyler's charitable eyes could discern, by the admira- 
tion she had received ; so simple and so true ; so open 
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and so loving ; so nobly superior to the small coquettish 
arts in which Anna and others indulged, that it was 
impossible to believe her admirer had done her any 
harm ; it was a thousand times easier to fancy that she 
had done him good. 

'^ I really believe that he is a great deal better than the 
rest,'' said Madame, in confidence, to her husband ; '' and 
I am quite sure there is no use in abusing him to my 
little Franz ; it only enlists her generosity on his side, 
and makes her like him all the better. I wish I could 
bring our Dominie and him together, without Marte 
Jansen to make mischief between them ; I really think 
it might be the means of removing prejudice on both sides. 
I give up the officers as a body ; but I still fancy that Mr. 
Vyvian and Major Berkeley, and that bashful young 
ensign — ^is not his name Charlwood? — might become 
worthy members of society, if our best and most culti- 
vated citizens would take them in hand, instead of turning 
their backs upon them." 

So, as a last attempt at achieving in a small way what 
she found impossible on a large scale, and reconciling a 
portion, at least, of the opposing parties, Madame planned 
a sleighing expedition, which should end in a grand tea- 
drinking at the Flats, promising that her company should 
be very select, and that all should be conducted in a 
friendly, but at the same time, unexceptionable manner. 

M. and Madame Cuyler and their family; M. and 
Madame Byckman, Franzje and Evert; the Eenselaers, 
and one or two other dwellers in the country ; the three 
officers she had named; and last, but* not least, the 
Dominie — were the guests whom she at once decided to 
invite ; but by-and-bye she made up her mind that she 
must ask one or two others, whose presence she less 
desired. She had always been on friendly terms with 
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the Bankers ; and though she did not approve all their 
recent doings, nor admire Cornelia's manners, she felt 
it would be scarcely possible to invite Mr. Vyvian, who 
was living in their house, without including them in the 
invitation. Then Killian Barentse — he was such a good, 
pleasant fellow, so perfectly unexceptionable, and snch a 
favourite with the Dominie — it would be difficult to leave 
him out, and yet she doubted whether Mr. Vyvian and he 
ever appeared to advantage in each other's company. It 
would not do to have them showing off their rivalry about 
Franzje under the Dominie's very nose. After scfme cogi- 
tation, she decided to [let Killian's invitation wait, but to 
make sure at once of the people she chiefly wanted — the 
Eyckmans, Mr. Vyvian, and the Dominie ; and for this 
purpose she determined to spend the next day with the 
Cuylers, in Albany, and go about and invite her friends 
herself. ** And then, if one day does not suit them, I can 
fix another ; my convenience can easily be made to defer 
to theirs," she said, cheerily, to her husband, as she set 
forth on her drive the next morning, her face beaming 
with benevolence. 

Just before she got to M. Cuyler*s door, she met 
Mr. Vyvian walking alone, and stopped the sleigh to 
speak to him : it was as well not to lose the opportunity 
of securing one of the indispensable elements of her 
party. 

He accepted most politely — eagerly even — and declared 
himself quite disengaged for the day she named ; so, en- 
couraged by her success, she said, with a sudden impulse, 
" I am on my way to my sister's, but I have a great mind 
to drive on to Madame Ryckman's first, and ascertain that 
Wednesday will suit tTiem," 

A smile came into his eyes as he answered, " I was 
just going there myself— to the door, at any rate. Old 
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Jan Ryckman slipped down on the pavement yesterday, 
and I had the honour of picking him up and helping him 
home ; so I thought it would be but civil to go and in- 
quire after his bruises." 

Was it wonderful that Madame Schuyler thought him 
a very kind-hearted young man, and did not at once remem- 
ber that being in love with a young lady often makes men 
singularly considerate towards the young lady's relations 1 
And could she do less than offer him a seat in her sleigh, 
even though it was possible that they might meet the 
Dominie and Elder Jansen as they drove along the street 1 

He made himself very agreeable on the way, and though 
it wa3 rather early for calls, and she was not quite sure 
how it would be taken, she felt as if she could hardly 
avoid asking him to' come inta the house with her. The 
Eyckmans could scarcely be offended at her doing so, 
since he had been of such service to their uncle. 

There was no one in the parlour when they were 
shown in ; and though Madame Byckman soon appeared, 
and was very gracious and kindly, they seemed likely at 
first to see no one else ; but, in a few minutes, in rushed 
Arij. 

" Uncle Jan wants to thank Mr. Vyvian, so he is to 
come up stairs, please ! " he shouted ; and then, as the 
young officer readily rose, he continued, " I'll show you 
the way ; I saw you from the window driving up with 
Aunt Schuyler, so I ran straight off to tell Franzje ; but 
I couldn't find her till I thought of looking in Uncle 
Jan's room, aud then he said you were to come up." 

Good, proper, demure Madame Ryckman felt her 
darling to be somewhat of an enfant ter^Me at this 
moment. " Tell Franzje to come down and see Aunt 
Schuyler," she said, with as much composure as she could 
command. 
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" She's coming ! " shouted Arij, who was out of the 
room again before his mother had finished speaking ; and 
then he ran up stairs as fast as he could go ; and Mr. 
Yyvian, who did not wish to lose sight of his guide, 
was obliged to run after him. 

And so, instead of meeting Franzje on her way down, 
they found her re-adjusting some bandages on her uncle's 
head, and trying to make him look more presentable for 
his visitor. She had not reckoned on Arij's extreme 
haste; and some writing, on which she had been en- 
gaged, was still scattered about the table, together with 
some little girlish belongings which she had meant to 
remove ; so when she had shaken hands with Mr. 
Yyvian, she paused to gather up these, her cheek tinged 
with a soft flush of embarrassment which was exquisitely 
becoming to her. She thought she had never seen Mr. 
Vyvian look more elegant — more splendid even — than he 
did as he came, all in brilliant uniform, into the bare, 
carpetless room ; but to him the room was not bare by 
any means. He scarcely noticed how little furniture 
there was, and what a quaint, dismal figure old Jan 
Eyckman looked as he sat in his arm-chair, wrapped up 
in a cloak, with his head enveloped in linen bandages ; 
his young love, with her sweet, noble presence, made the 
whole scene delightful to him — his one thought was only 
how to detain her for a while. 

He spoke kindly to the old man, and asked after his 
hurts ; then waiving aside, as it were, his grave, courteous 
thanks, he turned to the table, and offered to assist 
Franzje in her task. , 

*^ Let me pat these papers together," he said, taking 
some scattered pages in his hand as he spoke. *^ French ! 
what, are you a French scholar, mademoiselle ) There 
is no end to your accomplishments." 
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" Aunt Schuyler has taught me a little," said Franzje, 
modestly; "perhaps if I take these exercises down to 
her, she will be kind enough to point out some of my 
blunders now." , 

" Would you trust me, I wonder]" said Eussell, in the 
tone of gentle familiarity which he had learnt to assume 
in speaking to her. " I have forgotten most of my 
French, I fear, but I should enjoy rubbing it up in your 
service. I made the grand tour once when I was young, 
and could speak glibly enough then." 

Her eyes glanced up at him with such a bright, wonder- 
ing snule at the words " when I was young," it made him 
quite smile at himself ; and he continued, '* 1 am not so 
very old now, it is true, but I feel old beside you, Made- 
moiselle. Can't you imagine • me to be * Aunt Schuyler ' 
for a few minutes, and let me have the pleasant task of 
correcting some of these mistakes ? Surely you have 
used the wrong tense here." 

He pointed to one of the words with his finger, and 
she came a little closer, and looked over the page. The 
proximity of the peach-like cheek was far less indifferent 
to him than it had been to thei Dominie in like case; 
perhaps if Uncle Jan and Arij had not been there, even 
his respect for her fearless innocence would not have kept 
him from taking an ungenerous advantage of the oppor- 
tunity. As it was, he only gazed his fill, and said, 
softly, " How I envy Madame Schuyler ! Has she been 
your principal teacher ? " 

" No, I think I have learnt most from the Dominie," 
said Franzje, suddenly taking up a pen and busying her- 
self in correcting the mistake which Mr. Vyvian had 
pointed out. 

" I shouldn't like the Dominie to teach me," broke in 
Arij, who had been hitherto absorbed in trying to climb 
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up the back of Uncle Jan's high chair. ' Ain't you glad 
he does not come now, Franz 1 " 

'* No/' said she, in a low tone. 

•Mr. Vyvian looked at her with a jealous, troubled 
{{lance; and Uncle Jan pudhed up the bandage which 
partially covered one of his eyes, and looked at them 
both. They were very pleasant to look upon in their per- 
fectiou of form and feature, and the old man might well 
have^ envied them their' youthful brightness and vigour ; 
but there was more of pity than of anything else in his 
heart as he gazed. " It won't come to good," he said to 
himself ; '' he has come and troubled my little maid's life, 
and turned her ideas upside down, and half persuaded 
her into, caring for him^ and by-and-bye he will go away, 
and be shot by the French,' or scalped by the Indians, or 
. else he will live to go home and marry some fine English 
lady; and what will he have done for Franzje, ^ut just 
'Spoiled her innocent peace, and prevented her being 
happy with Killian, and submissive to the Dominie 1 I 
wish I had not asked him to come up, though I did want 
to thank him." 

Meanwhile Mr. Vyvian had begun to point out some 
more mistakes in Ftanzje's French, and she had actually 
sat down to correct theifi, though under protest, as it 
were. " Will you let me be ^our teacher," he said, " now 
that the Dominie proves neglectful 1 I cannot promise 
to teach any catechism — you are much more fit to teach 
me in all those matters — ^but in lighter things I might 
perhaps be able to help you." 

As she did not immediately answer, he added, **Will 
you try me ] I will promise not to be hard upon 'you : 
on the contrary, you shall be as idle as. ever you like." 

** Then, no" said Franzje, getting up, and laying down 
the pen ; and with a ^ay, arch glance at him she con- 
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tinned, '' I want to learn, and not to play at learning ; so 
I will go on with Aunt Schuyler, if you please. Sir. I 
shouldn't like to be idle and not be scolded for it."' 

** We don-t scold divinities,*' said he, in a voice that 
wad only meant for her ears ; and really, as she stood 
before him in her grand beauty, it seemed to him incre- 
dible that even the Dominie could find it possible to 
reprove her. But her azure eyes turned from him with a 
displeased expression, as if she thought him at once 
ridiculous and profane. 

" I am going down, dear Uncle,** she said, addressing the 
silent patriarch. '' I will bring you some fresh bandages 
by-and-bye. — Come with me, Arij ; you njjftke uncle un- 
comfortable when you shake his chair so." 

She bowed to Mr. Vyvian with a slightly heightened 
colour, and turned to go ; but finding that he^was follow- 
ing her, she paused to say, " You wlQ stay a little while 
with my uncle, will you noty Sir 1 He has been wishing 
to see you — and indeed, we have all wished to thank you 
for your kindness to him." 

" Will you give me a reward beyond my deserts, and 
promise to let me drive you at the sleighing party which 
Madame Schuyler is arranging 1 " he answered, intercept 
ingher progress towards thp dpor. 

" I cannot say anything yet, Sir ; this is the first I 
have heard of the party,*' said she in surprise. " I do 
not even know that Mother will let me go." 

" Will you at least* promise not to give the preference 
to young Barentse, as you did the last time I had the 
pleasure of meeting you on one of these excursions 1 " 

" Franz has quarrelled with Killian," burst forth Ajij, 
pulling at the hand by which Ms sister .held him. " I 
shall run this minute and ask Aunt Schuyler if / may 
go, and then Killian shall drive me,^' 
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''I will not grudge him tliat honour," laughed the 
young officer ; " but, Mademoiselle Eyckman, you are not 
going to refuse me my one little petition f If you will 
not have me as your preceptor, you cannot be so hard- 
hearted as to say that I am not to be your charioteer 
either." 

His eyes were full of the most eloquent beseeching; 
and Franzje — who could not bear to coquet about the 
matter, nor to make a greater favour of it than she really 
thought it — ^answered qjiietly, " If Aunt Schuyler likes 
me to go with you, I will go ; but I have not quarrelled 
with Killian, please do not believe that. Sir." 

And then, yielding to Arij's efforts, she moved again 
towards the door, and with a triumphant smile and 
courteous bow Bussell stepped aside and let her pass. 

When she was gone, he took the one spare chair — 
which Eran:ge had brought there that morning for her 
own use — and sat down beside the old man, without 
having the vaguest idea how to draw him into conversa- 
tion. To his surprise, Jan Eyckman was the first to speak. 

** I am glad you are going to stay with me a little," he 
said, in the grave, measured tone in which he always 
spoke. "I am very grateful to you, Sir, for the service 
you did me yesterday, and I want to say a few words 
about a matter which is very near my heart. You will 
pardon an old man's plainness of speech, I hope, if I 
venture to ask you what is to come of all this 1 " 

" Of all what, Sir?" rejoined the young man, carelessly, 
though he knew well enough what the recluse meant, and 
at once gave him credit for more observation than he had 
looked for from him. 

" I have not heard all that has passed between you and 
my little Franzje," continued Uncle Jan quietly, ignoring 
the question ; " but I am not blind though my eyes are 



weak, and I see that you think her fair and sweet, and 
take pains to show her that yon do. I am not her father, 
to call you to account, nor shall I make any use of what 
you tell me ; but as one who loves the child dearly, I ask 
you, what end do you propose to yourself in your deal- 
ings with her 1 " 

"This is plain speaking with a vengeance!" thought 
Eussell to himself. Aloud he said, " Eeally, Sir, it is so 
natural to admire a beautiful young lady, and to show 
that one admires her, that one may do so, I think, with- 
out any very deep-laid plan of afty kind." 

" Then so long as my niece knows that you think her 
fair, you are satisfied? you do not wish to make any 
further impression on her than that ? " 

The young man bit his lip, and looked and felt annoyed ; 
but there was a sort of spell in the old man's calmness 
and gentleness, which prevented his giving voice to any 
of the angry answers which rose to his lips. 

"I think her much more than fair,'* he said, after 
chafing for a moment in silence. " I think her one in a 
thousibid, infinitely superior to her surroundings, infinitely 
too good for that Indian-faced young Barentse, or for such 
a harsh old Puritan as your worthy Dominie." 

Uncle Jan gave a slight but rather meaning smile, and 
probably considered himself included in the surroundings 
of which the young Englishman spoke so contemptuously ; 
but his tone was gentle as before, as he rejoined, '' It may 
be that my dear little maid is too good for Killian, worthy 
young man though he be ; but I do not know why you 
couple our Dominie's name with his. M. Freylinghausen 
has given you no reason to look upon him as a rival ; his 
interest in Eran:ge is merely that of a pastor in one of 
the lambs of his flock." 

" Stimulated by a tolerably lively perception of the 
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channs of the lamb in question/' sneered the handsome 
soldier. "If M. Freylinghausen does not care for 
Mademoiselle Franzje, why does he look ready to kill 
me when I speak a civil word to her ? " 

"Because he loves her soul," replied the patriarch 
gravely. 

" And thinks that she perils it by being five minutes 
■ in my company? Hem, I can't say much for his charity," 
said Russell, with a contemptuous laugh ; then, finding 
his remark unanswered, he continued in a more amiable 
tone, " I wonder how ycra contrived to endure my talking 
to her just now. Sir." 

<'I do not say that I liked it," said the old man 
candidly; "but I cannot think you- so black as you are 
painted — your kind courtesy to me alone forbids that ; 
nay, I even think you better than you yourself would have 
me believe. Did I consider you what you seem to wish 
to appear,— a mere thoughtless rake — I should not speak 
to you as I have spoken just now." 

" He is not such a bad old soul after all," said Eussell 
patronizingly to himself ; " nay, ridiculous as it seems to 
say it of such a poor old broken-down creature, he 
reminds me somehow of Franzje when he looks up in 
that innocent, trustful way." 

" Your kind heart makes you judge kindly of others, 
M. Ryckman," he said courteously; "I hope I shall 
never give you any reason to consider me the consummate 
villain which some of your excellent fellow-citizens 
would fain make me out. I have no feeling for your 
niece which I should blush to avow ; though I cannot 
precisely undertake]to say how it will all end, since that is 
a matter which must partly depend upon herself I have 
no wish to sully what 1 find stainless — ^you may be sure 
of that, whatever your Dominie may be pleased to think." 
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"And perhaps," said the old man — lifting the pale 
blue eyes, which certainly, in their trustful purity, had a 
look of Franzje^s — " perhaps, Sir, — you will forgive my 
saying it — ^you may be a better man all your days for 
finding that there are such souls as my child's in the 
world, and may be glad that you caine among us simple, 
unpolished folk, if only for tliat reason." 

" God bless him, and lead him into the right path," he 
continued to himself, as after shaking hands heartily with 
him, and wishing him a speedy recovery, Russell took a 
somewhat speedy departure 3 " I was wrong to think he 
would forget my Franzje — even if he does marry a fine 
English lady he will not do that ; but yet I would rather 
lie had never come here. We may think a flower the 
loveliest we ever saw, and it may give us some grateful 
thoughts of the God who made it, such as we never had 
before ; and yet the touch of our hot hands may wither 
it, and it may not bloom on as it would have bloomed 
if we had not chanced to pass that way." And then 
again he stilled his fears and anxieties with the old un- 
failing panacea : " But the child is in God's Hand — God's 
Hand ; and she'll be guided safe." 

Madame Schuyler had had the courtesy to wait for Mr. 
Vyvian, but rose up to go directly he appeared, so that 
he had no opportunity for any more talk with Franzje. 
He went as far as M. Cuyler's in the sleigh, and there 
parted from Madame, after having helped her to alight^ 
and made her some very gallant speeches, with which she 
i||;ould willingly have dispensed; she decided that the 
young Englishman was " too much of a courtier ; " but 
yet owned to feeling a sort of fascination in his company, 
and readily forgave Franzje fcr having lingered a little 
while to talk to him before coming down to welcome her. 

The rest of the morning was given to her sister and 
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nieces, one of whom she was going to take back with her 
to the Flats for a long visit ; but after the early dinner, 
she sallied forth to give some more invitations, and be- 
took herself first of all to the Manse, in order to under- 
take the difficult task of persuading the Dominie to join 
her party. 

She had chosen the best hour for her visit, for the 
pastor usually studied or wrote sermons or held conference 
with his elders in the morning, and then allowed himself 
about an hour for dinner and relaxation before setting out 
to visit his flock or attend to any necessary business in 
the town ; and during this brief interval he was particu- 
larly easy of access to those who came on mere friendly 
errands such as Madame Schuyler's. His frugal meal had 
long been over, and he was seated in the nearest approach 
to an easy chair which his study could boast, turning 
over the leaves of a volume of the Spectator, which 
Madame herself had lent him, when she was shown in. 
His sombre face lit up with evident pleasure at seeing 
her, and he came forward cordially to greet her, and made 
her sit down in the chair from which he had just risen, 
while he took a less comfortable one, nearer to the table. 

" I am glad to see you in Albany again," he said, when 
they were seated ; " it is a token, I hope, that you have 
lost your rheumatism." 

" Yes, I am much better, thank you. Dominie ; and 
freedom from pain has put me in first-rate spirits. The 
Colonel and I are actually meditating a little piece of 
gaiety; but nothing of which you could disapprove — 
nothing, in fact, but a sleighing-party such as we gave 
two years ago. I remember you gave us the pleasure of 
your company then, and I am hoping you wiU not refuse 
it to us on this occasion." 

"You are very good," said he politely, but with a little 
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abatement of his previous cordiality. " You are perhaps 
aware, however, that sleighing parties have lately been 
made the excuse for unseemly dissipation, and therefore 
can scarcely be looked upon any longer as opportunities 
for purely innocent enjoyment/* 

"But I think, as the Colonel says, we should not 
abandon aU our resources to the enemy,'' rejoined Madame 
Schuyler, with a pleasant smile ; " my party is to be one 
of the good old sort ; we will drive up the river beyond 
Stonehook, perhaps take some refreshment with our good 
friends there, and then return to the Flats for a sub- 
stantial tea; there shall be plenty of sociability and 
cheerfulness, but nothing that deserves the name of dissi- 
pation; and we will break up early, and retire to our 
beds like good Christians, as M. Jansen would say." 

"You must be careful, then, whom you invite, dear 
friend, or this judicious programme of yours will be over- 
turned in spite of you. Your brother and sister, and the 
Eenselaers, and a few others such as our worthy friend 
Jansen, whom you have just mentioned, would be abun- 
dantly content with what you propose ; but I fear most 
of our youTig townspeople would try to engraft upon it 
some undesirable excitement. You do not, of course, 
think of asking any of the English officers ) '' 

Aunt Schuyler looked a little bit dismayed — she feared 
that the Dominie was going to make, the selection of the 
other guests the condition of his presence ; and she was 
vexed with herself for having brought forward M. Jansen's 
name — M. Jansen, whom of all people she least wished 
to invite on this particular occasion. She occupied her- 
self for a moment in drawing out her handkerchief from 
a little reticule woven of Indian grasses which she held 
in her hand; and then she recovered her presence of 
mind, and in the sort of elder-sisterly tone which she 

N 
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sometimes adopted towards the Dominie, wlio was some 
eight years younger, hastened to answer, '' It wonld defeat 
my object of drawing back the young people to their former 
harmless amusements if I included none of them in my 
company ; and the old aunt is never happy, you know, 
but when she has some young folks round her. I will 
be very careful, however, whom I invite ; and if you will 
come, Dominie, your presence will be an effectual check to 
any frivolity." 

** And a damper to cheerfulness as well, perhaps," he 
said bitterly ; " I scarcely know how it has come to pass, 
but I am looked upon as a sort of kill-joy now by all our 
lads and lasses ; yes, even by some whom I love as my 
own children, and who, when they were little, used to 
come running to my knee as if they looked upon me as 
their own especial friend." 

" I think you mistake shyness for aversion," said his 
friend, with kindly eagerness ; " a few young people here 
and there who know themselves to be much to blame, 
may try to think you over-strict by way of self -excuse ; 
but depend upon it, the general feeling of respect and 
affection for you is as strong as ever. It is only the fear 
that you are displeased with them that makes my nieces 
and Franzje Eyckman and such as they shrink away 
when you approach. If they did not love and honour 
you, they would not care for your displeasure as they 
do." 

" They care for it just enough to make them shy and 
sullen in my presence, but the fear of it does not deter 
them from joining in sinful amusements. Ko, I would 
not give much for the love and honour of children who 
prefer the example of a parcel of worthless young officers 
to that of their parents and ministers." 

'' Poor children ! it is only a passing epidemic ! " said 
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Aunt Schuyler, compassionately, as if she had been speak- 
ing of measles or scarlet-fever. 

" We shall see," returned the Dominie, despondently ; 
"but even the comforting fact of which you so often 
remind me, that this regiment will soon be going away 
does not altogether console me. It will go, but the 
mischief it has worked will remain. Do you think 
minds that have lost their soberness, hearts that have 
lost their purity, can ever be made what they were 
before 1 Do you think young ears that have ever heard 
such words as these," — and he suddenly lifted a small, 
grey-coloured pamphlet from the table and hastily turned 
over the leaves — " can ever again be unconscious of evil ? 
Do you know what this is I It is a play-book, and con- 
tains the words of a play which I am told the officers are 
going to act in a little while. I will just show you one 
passage in it — not the worst — and leave you to judge of 
the rest from that specimen." 

She read it, and though she was a middle-aged, or as 
she would have said, an old woman, a blush mounted to 
her cheek as vivid as any girl's. Then she turned to the 
first page, looked at the title — " The Recruiting Officer " 
— and laid the book down again on the table. 

" On one thing I am determined," she said, impetuously, 
'* that Mr. Yyvian shall not act in it, and that none of 
the young people I care for shall go to see it." 

" Nevertheless you will find that he ttnll act, and that 
most, if not all of your favourites, will be there to see," 
rejoined the Dominie, with a chilling certainty of convic- 
tion which quite oppressed her for the moment with a 
sense of the inevitable. 

" Oh, you will not let them ! " she said, earnestly ; 
"you will try to win them to submission, will you not, 
Dominie f" 

N 2 
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" I shall warn them," said he, gloomily ; " and if they 
will not be warned they most take the consequences." 

She had meant more than mere warning, and St. Fanrs 
words about being all things to all men that he might by 
all means save some, were ringing in her ears. '^You 
will let them see that it is in love that you hold them 
back from such false pleasure as this ) " she said, with her 
kind face kindling; *'and first of all, you will try — will 
you not ? or let my husband try — to persuade the officers 
to drop this play altogether f I daresay they do not see 
it as we do ; I have been told that in Europe much license 
of language is permitted on the stage ; they cannot tell 
how it sounds to us, who, thank God ! have been trained 
to look on immorality with the horror it deserves." 

" You say truly that they do not see it as we do. So 
little do they blush for it, that the subalterns who are 
billeted in Jansen's house leave this book about within 
reach of his young nieces. He took it from the hands of 
one of the girls when he brought it here this morning." 

" That is very inexcusable, but still perhaps it is only 
carelessness on the young men's part," said Madame Schuy- 
ler, with a sudden change of tone, and a rising hope that 
this rumour that the play was to be acted might prove a 
mare's nest of M. Jansen's after alL " These lieutenants 
may talk of acting this, but it does not follow that the 
better men in the regiment will sanction it ; " and she 
thought of Mr. Vyvian. 

The Dominie read her thought, and with sarcastic em- 
phasis inquired if she had noticed the name written on 
the cover. It was " Eussell Vyvian." 

^' Yes, I see it is his book," she said, as he pointed to 
the writing; "but for all that, he may have too much 
good feeling to wish Franzje to see and hear what it con- 
tains. My dear Mend, will you not sanction one last 
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effort to win him and one or two others over to the right 
side 1 I own to you that I have asked him to my party ; 
will you forgive that, and come and meet him, and lend 
the colonel and me your powerful countenance in our 
poor attempt to set things straight by gentle means 1 I 
ask it as an old friend who has idways wished to be loyal 
to you." 

" And for your sake, dear madame, I will not refuse," 
said he, touched by her persistent benevolence ; ** but all 
the same I know your efforts will be useless." 

She would not risk losing the point she had gained by 
any approach to contradiction ; but though she left the 
house with a certain sense of triumph, she was very sad at 
heart. ** Was ever a cause gained by one who despaired f " 
she said to herself. '^ I wish I had some of the Dominie's 
goodness, and that in return I could give him my belief 
in the possible goodness of other people." 



CHAPTEE XII. 

^ ^obt'^xtmtt. 

The sleighing-party did not come off after all on the 
day originally fixed for it. The niece whom Madame 
Schuyler took home on a visit fell dangerously ill ; and 
though her mother went at once to the Flats to assist in 
nursing her, and her illness lasted but a short time, it was 
of course out of the question for the kind aunt to leave 
her, or to have anything Uke gaiety in the house till she 
had recovered. 

It seemed a light matter, this postponement of the 
party, in comparison with the more distressing conse- 
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quences of Catalina Cuyler's illness ; but yet the results 
were not altogether unimportant. In the first place, all 
hopes of bringing the Dominie's influence to bear upon 
Mr. Yyrian, with regard to the objectionable play which 
his regiment proposed to act, were frustrated by it ; for 
before the party took place a performance of " The Eecruit- 
ing Officer " had been publicly announced for the ensuing 
week, and one of the principal parts in it assigned to 
him ; so that there was no longer the least likelihood of 
his being persuaded to draw back, even if the Dominie 
could be induced to condescend to persuasion. Moreover, 
such slight chance as there might have be^i of the Do- 
minie's acting towards him in a conciliatory spirit was 
now quite gone by; and it was only by reminding M. 
Freylinghausen of his promise^ and treating the fulfilment 
of it as something absolutely due to his old friendship for 
the Colonel and herself, that Madame Schuyler got him to 
the party at alL She felt as if she were going to lead a 
forlorn hope, when she ordered her sleigh to the door that 
bright March afternoon, and set forth to welcome her 
guests from the city, who had agreed to meet her at a 
certain point on the river, and proceed at once to Stone- 
hook, where they were to pause for refreshments. 

It was a pretty sight, when the crowd of sleighs came 
gliding along over the firm ice ; and the greetings were 
for the most part glad and eager, and the sleigh-bells 
tinkled merrily ; but Madame was too anxious to see who 
had come, and how they had arranged themselves, to be 
able to take in all the pleasantness of the scene. Mr. 
Vyvian was driving Cornelia Banker, and Cornelia's loud 
giggle was heard even above the tinkling of the bells ; 
Madame Eyckman had paired off with the Dominie, and 
Franjge was seated beside her brother Evert — M. Eyck- 
man being nowhere to be seen. Madame Banker and 
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Eillian, "who had been invited after all — Engeltje and her 
father — M^jor Berkeley and the eldest Mademoiselle 
Cuyler — and shy Mr. Gharlwood bringing up the rear 
with Cornelius Banker, and casting admiring glances 
from afar at Franzje — all these Madame took in with one 
sweeping glance, and then her anxiety was in a measure 
appeased, for how the other guests disposed of themselves 
she did not veiy much care. There would be a fresh 
arrangement made at Stonehook, where the Eenselaers 
and others would meet them (if indeed they did not join 
them by the way) ; and then Madame Schuyler intended, 
if possible, to get the Dominie to herself, and to give 
Franzje one of the beaux, though not perhaps Mr. Vyvian, 
as he was in her black books now, as well as the Do- 
minie's, for having consented to take part in the impend- 
ing theatricals. From Stonehook they were going to pro- 
ceed further up the river, so whatever pairs were formed 
there would remain together till they all got back to the 
Flats in time for the substantial supper which was to be 
the crown of the entertainment 

FraDzje did not look at all unhappy in the companion- 
ship of her brother, and was talking to him with quite as 
much animation as if he had been one of her devoted 
admirers. Madame Schuyler thought it would be hard if 
the infection of that innocent joyousness did not spread 
even to the Dominie before the day was done ; and by- 
and-bye, when the party all found themselves together in 
the state parlour at Stonehook, she was glad to see him 
approach Franzje with something of the old paternal 
friendliness in look and smile. 

"Vrow Dorkman showed me the warm coverlet you 
brought her this morning," he said ; '^ I am glad to find 
you do not forget her." 

Spite of all that had come and gone, Franzje flushed 
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tip with pleasure at the words* " I am sorry I did not 
finish it before," said she ; " the south winds will be com- 
ing soon, and then good-bye to snow and frost. Perhaps, 
however, it will serve her for another winter." 

'' If she should live to see another ; but she seems to 
me to be very near her rest. !Near her resty* he repeated, 
absently, with a sort of soft, grave stress upon the words^ 
as if the sound of them soothed him somehow. 

Franzje looked up at him, then round at the large room 
full of guests of all ages, then out over the iee-bound 
river along which his gaze was travelling. " She said this 
morning that her work was done. It is not wrong for 
people who have not even found their work yet, to be 
more anxious to live than she is — is it. Dominie ? " 

It was just one of the old thoughtful questions in the 
simple, grave tone of appeal which had once been so 
feuniliar to the Dominions ear ; but something in it seemed 
to jar upon him, and he answered abruptly, * Each of us 
has his work — we need not go far to find it ; only some 
of us have been too busy with play lately to think of 
work at all." 

" The play ? " said Mr. Vyvian, catching up the word 
as he approached with a cup of chocolate for Franzje. 
*' Have you heard the last proposal. Mademoiselle ? It is 
that some of you young ladies should take the female 
parts — ^your friend Mademoiselle Gerritse, and others." 

It was an audacious invention of his own, made up on 
the spot for the purpose of shocking the Dominie ; but 
Franzje, who had not seen the book of the play, had no 
idea how outrageous the notion was, and was startled by 
the withering glance of indignation and contempt which 
the Dominie turned upon the jester. 

" You need not give a thought to the matter, my child,*' 
he said, in a studiously calm tone, interposing his stately 
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person between the girl and her admirer, as if he thought 
the latter unfit even to approach her; "fortunately 
there is no maiden in the whole city so utterly lost to 
a sense of modesty as to entertain the proposal for a 
moment*" 

" I understood that it sprang from Mademoiselle Ger- 
ritse herself/' said Eussell, in his demurest voice, sittiog 
down on a chair at Franzje's elbow, and beginning to sip 
the chocolate, as if it were merely his own cup which he 
had brought in his hand, and not at all as if he had been 
balked in his intention of offering it to Franzje. 

He was not altogether slandering Anna, for she had 
really expressed a great desire to appear on the stage, 
and had bedecked herself one evening in Dorinda's gar- 
ments for Colonel Trelawny's benefit, but she had never 
seriously entertained any idea of acting in public ; and 
the Dominie, badly as he thought of her, did not give 
credit for a moment to Mr. Vyvian's insinuation. 

" We are not bound to believe such a monstrous asser- 
tion," he said, still addressing France ; " and we have both 
known Anna somewhat longer than Lieutenant Vyvian." 

" I wish you joy of the intimacy, Sir," said Russell, 
with a supercilious curl of the lip. " Mademoiselle Ryck- 
man, have you had any refreshment ? No doubt M. Frey- 
linghausen has been taking care of you.'' 

Franzje looked around, aghast at the supposition. That 
the pastor should wait upon her seemed too ridiculous an 
idea even to require refutation ; but apparently M. Frey- 
linghausen himself did not resent the hint so much as 
she did for him. 

'' You have nothing to eat ! " said he, as if suddenly 
waking up to the perception. " Here, Cornelius, my lad, 
bring some chocolate and cakes this way, if you please." 

Cornelius Banker, who was creeping along with both 
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hands folly gave on awkwaid start at being thus hailed by 
the Doxninie; but having contrived to recover his bal- 
ance before any harm was done, soon obeyed the smn- 
mons ; and so Franzje's wants were supplied without the 
Dominie's having to budge an inch from his defensive 
position. 

As for his own refreshment, that was brought to him 
by the hostess herself, with every manifestation of re- 
spectful solioitude; and Bussell Yyvian, after standing 
his ground for another minute or so, and hiding his dis- 
comfiture under a nonchalant, satirical air, got up and 
returned to the Demoiselles Banker, who received him 
with veiy gratifying empressement, even the shy little En- 
geltje making room for him on the ottoman beside her. 
He was horribly disgusted and out of temper, but he 
resolved to avenge himself on the Dominie by making 
violent love to Franzje as soon as he got her to himself. 
'' Madame Schuyler said the sleighs were to keep to- 
gether," thought he ; " but I'll see if I can't inspire my 
trusty steed with a tendency to run away. No fear of 
Franzje's being frightened ; she has a good spirit of her 
own, though she does look as demure as Goody Two- 
Shoes herself when once the Dominie gets hold of her. 
How shall I contrive to get rid of him when we start, I 
wonder ? I must get Madame Schuyler to help me ; she 
is a kind soul, though she did make the mistake of asking 
this intolerable old tyrant to her party." 

Madame Schuyler was to a certain extent playing into 
his hands without knowing it, for when the refreshments 
began to circulate less freely, and the time for departure 
seemed drawing near, she said to her husband, " Suppose 
you take some of the young people down with you, 
Philip, and get them seated first . I want Fianzje to have 
one of the young men to drive her — not Mr. Vyvian, 
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perhaps, but Mr. Gharlwood or EoUian; and Evert can 
have little Engeltje, they will make a nice pair." 

So Franzje was borne off by the colonel, whUe the 
Dominie was detained to listen to the compliments of the 
lady of Stonehook, and her thanks for honouring her 
with his presence ; and Eussell quickly followed in the 
colonel's wake, and was at Fran^je's side directly they 
reached the porch. He had scarcely had time, however, 
to remind her of her promise, before she was beset by 
Eallian, Cortlandt Cuyler, and Mr. Gharlwood; and 
though he quickly snubbed the latter, and sent him off 
feeling that an ensign had no chance when his adjutant 
was in the £eld, the two Albanian youths were not so 
easily disposed oil 

'* You must come with me, Eranzje/' said young Cuyler, 
who was afterwards known in his regiment by the 
sobriquet of **the handsome savage;" — "I hate all 
girls except you, and Mother only got me here by saying 
no doubt you would let me drive you." 

^' Madame Eyckman gave me leave to ask you," pleaded 
Killian on the other side ; '' and I have brought my new 
sleigh, that I got from New York, on purpose for you." 

'^ Mademoiselle Eyckman is engaged to me," asserted 
Eussell in his most imperious tone, but with a glance at 
Franzje that was all gallant entreaty. — '^ You know. 
Mademoiselle, I have your promise^'* 

'* I said if Aunt Schuyler liked," rejoined Franzje, per- 
plexed between her real wish to give him the preference, 
and her fear that all her elders and betters might be dis- 
pleased if she did. 

** Of course she likes — she asked me to come on pur- 
pose to meet you," he urged ; and so he continued to 
press her, while Killian and Cortlandt, from sheer rivalry, 
would take no denial either ; and at length it seemed as 
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if a' brawl were about to commence among the three 
young men. 

Colonel Schuyler thought it time to interpose ; and 
very good-naturedly, but with all the authority which his 
age and position gave him, he said, " Come, Franzje, if 
you can put up with an old man instead of a young one, 
I think I must ask you to drive with me. — ^Excuse me, 
Sir," as Mr. Vyvian was about to remonstrate, " your turn 
will come another time, I daresay." And without wait- 
ing for more objections, he took Franzje's hand kindly 
within his own, and led her to the sleigh. 

She made no resistance, she even gave a faint smile, as 
he tucked in the bearskin round her, and told her he 
would be as gallant as an old man knew how to be ; but 
the smile was absent and forced, and the blue eyes seemed 
riveted to the spot where Mr. Vyvian stood, with clouded 
brow, apparently indifferent to the fact that ladies young 
and old were flocking past him, and that his sleigh was 
drawn up in: readiness, and waiting to be occupied. 

Presently, Aunt Schuyler went and spoke to him, and 
under her cheerful influence his gloom relaxed a little; 
but he seemed to negative one after the other the proposi- 
tions she made, and at last, with an air of haughty con- 
descension, marched up to one of the old country dames 
who. was very deaf and very dull, and offered to be her 
charioteer. 

Franz)e looked just a little bit pleased, and then was 
ready to laugh at herself for feeling as if Mr. Yyvian's 
sulkiness were a kind of tribute to her. She had thought 
that he would console himseK with the vivacious Cornelia, 
and it could not faQ to be a little gratifying to her vanity 
to find that he refused to be consoled at alL She 
thought he was much worse off with regard to a com- 
panion than she was ; for she had a really grateful affec- 



tion for the good old colonel, and after a bit brightened 
up, and talked to him with all her own natural sweetness. 

There was something exhilarating in the dashing speed 
at which they were going, in the clearness of the atmo- 
sphere, the brightness of the sunshine, and the mingled 
clamour of voices and bells ; the frozen banks, and the 
snow-laden trees that crested them, seemed to be flying 
too, and Franzje's eyes sparkled and her colour rose with 
youthful, healthful enjoyment. 

When they got near the Cohoes, a famous waterfall 
about ten miles above Albany, where three rivers united 
their streams, they were obliged to diverge from the ice 
and take to the road ; and then the rate of progress was 
slower, and the occupants of some of the sleighs began to 
talk to each other. 

"You seem well amused. Mademoiselle,'* said Eussell 
Yy vian sarcastically, as he urged his sturdy little American 
horse to its fastest trot, and showed off his skill as a 
driver, rather to the terror of his elderly companion. 

" She is longing to get past the portage ^ and take to 
the river again,'' answered the colonel for her, glancing 
down with a smile into the radiant face. 

"I am so glad you are with the colonel, my dear," 
called out Madame Eyckman approvingly, as he in his 
turn showed off the paces of his steed, and passed the 
vehicle which contained the good lady and M. Cuyler. 

" Do you call yourself * one of the young men/ 
Philip ? " asked Aunt Schuyler merrily of her husband, 
as the Dominie and she came for a moment side by side 
with Franzje and the colonel. 

The Dominie said nothing, but gave Franzje a glance 
of dignified approval which she felt she did not deserve, 

1 The name given to any part of a river where a canoe cannot 
|»ass, but is obliged to be taken to the shore and carrie^. 
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and which somewhat nettled her. Approving looks from 
the Dominie were rare now, but she did not feel as if she 
conld consent to win them at the price of giving up all 
intercourse with Mr. Vyvian. Unconsciously to herself, 
she wanted to bring the Dominie to admit that she could 
enjoy that intercourse and yet be none the worse. That 
he was so loth to admit it, seemed to her the result of his 
narrowness — and so in a measure it was ; nor, perhaps, 
was she to blame for perceiving that narrowness as she 
would not have done a year before. 

A belief in the infeJlibility of pastors and teachers is 
scarcely possible, perhaps, except in early youth, and 
seldom survives the first contact with the world; but 
happy those to whom maturer judgment brings no dimin- 
ishing of the early loyalty ; who do not come to think 
lightly of the " treasure " because they realize that it is 
contained " in earthen vessels ; " who can allow for mis- 
takes and imperfections in their guides as in themselves, 
and not therefore refuse to be guided at all, but trust in 
the unseen Hand which overrules such mistakes for their 
good. 

The colonel saw a half-vexed, half-determined expres- 
sion settle down upon the girl's fair face, and said to 
himself, ^^ I shall be surprised if she and the handsome 
young Englishman do not get a drive together before the 
day is done. I wish I could think of him as charitably 
as Catalina does ! but I am a&aid his merits begin and 
end with his handsome person and distinguished air. 
'Tis a pity, for he is a fair match for Franzje in looks ; 
and the army is not a bad profession to my thinking 
though my good Mend Evert Eyckman might not relish 
a military son-in-law." 

The drive, though a long one, being chiefly on the ice, 
was accomplished in a wonderfully short space of time ; 
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and the party returned to the Flats before the sun had 
set, and about half-past six sat down to a supper -which 
ahnost rivalled that of the Gerritses' in its abundance of 
good things. It was served in what was called in homely 
phrase ''the eating-room" of the summer mansion, a 
stately place, hung round with fine Scripture paintings, 
and seldom used except for company. The pictures had 
been brought from Holland by Colonel Schuyler's ancestor, 
and were old and good. There was one representing Esau 
coming to demand his &ther^s blessing ; and the fine, 
bold figure of the hunter, and the anguish of rejection 
depicted on his strongly-marked features, drew many eyes . 
to it, even though most of the guests had seen it at various 
times before. Franzje, from her childhood up, had loved 
to study that picture, and had always been haunted and 
fascinated by the dark, splendid, despairing face. 

" Oh ! I am so sorry for Esau ! " rose to her lips now, 
as a hundred times before ; and though she did not utter 
it, her two neighbours — Mr. Vyvian on the one side, and 
M. Cuyler on the other — both noticed her absorbed, re- 
gretful gaze ; and while the latter only looked at her and 
then went on quietly with his plate of roast pig, the 
former said with a smile, " You seem very much taken 
up with that picture, Mademoiselle. What is it meant 
for ? Is it ActsBon coming home with his spoils 1 I sup- 
pose it must be a presentiment of his future fate that 
makes him look so miserable." 

The blue eyes turned to him with ^rankest wonder. 
'* It is Esau bringing the venison for his fisither, and find- 
ing he has been forestalled. Can yon help being sorry 
for his losing the blessing, even though he did not de- 
serve it?" 

"I am a&aid I neyer thought about it enough to be 
sorry. Jacob supplanted him, did he not? I wonder he 
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only talked about * slaying ' Jacob ; I should have slain 
him outright if I had been he." 

*^ You do not mean it^" said the girl, tranquilly, too 
incredulous to be shocked. 

" More than you think ! I hate whatever comes be- 
tween me and the objects on which I set my heart." 

There was a force of passion in face and voice, which 
seemed to show that there were some subjects on which 
he could feel with an inteuBity which one could scarcely 
have looked for from the man's slight nature. A sense of 
keen personal animosity gave point and emphasis to his 
words; and Franzje shuddered and turned away from 
him, as if she had had a real glimpse of his soul, and did 
not like what she found there. 

But then, in a low, soft tone, he murmured, '^ I believe 
my love is as intense as my hate, and that it is its nature 
to aspire ; as Esau could sit down content with a daughter 
of Heth, and leave it to his brother to seek out a Eachel, 
no wonder he put up tamely with the loss of the birth- 
right and the blessing. As for me, I mean to win my 
Eachel, let who will oppose me ; and when I have won 
her, she shall make whatever she likes of me." 

No one but herself heard the words ; no one knew the 
foolish thrill, half exultation and half shrinking, which 
they sent through her ; but she was aware of a sort of 
frowning watch kept upon her by the Dominie from his 
place at the opposite side of the table ; and with an in- 
stinct of courageous openness not unmingled with per- 
versity, she answered the eloquent glance that accom- 
panied them by one of her own beautiful star-like looks 
of gratitude and trust, and such belief in the better nature 
of her imperious lover, as always raised him to her own 
level for the moment. 

How he loved her for giving him that look under the 
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very eyes of his rival, as he still persisted in considering 
the pastor. M. Cu^^ler spoke to her the next minute, 
and there were no more asides while the meal lasted ; but 
Russell was now invincibly determined that nothing should 
baulk him of the short drive homewards with Franzje from 
the Flats to her own door. He had been disappointed of 
her company twice that day, and it was only by a ruse 
that he had managed to get the seat next her at supper ; 
but he would not be disappointed a third time. Not all 
the Dominies in creation should snatch his good angel 
from him ; he^ meant to have her love to bless his life, 
though all the forces of Puritanism were allied to keep 
her out of his reach ; and he meant to win some avowal 
of it from her lips that very night. His colonel's sneers, 
and the more good-natured ridicule of bis younger com- 
rades, had faded from his mind ; he had ceased to think 
of what Lady Mary would say when he presented her 
wifch a Dutch- American for a daughter-in-law; he was 
fully purposed now to make Franzje his wife, let the conse- 
quences be what they might. 

The party that gathered round the wood fire after 
supper was sociable, and even hilarious, in a mild kind 
of way ; but to Franzje it was something like the even- 
ing of the play over again. Aimwell and Dorinda had 
engrossed her thoughts then, and she had cared little 
what anybody else did or said ; and now she herself was 
Dorinda, and Aim well's looks and words and meaning 
tones were all for her ; what passed among the rest of the 
company was well-nigh indifferent to her. 

How the finale was managed she never quite knew. 
All at once, the Patroon and his wife rose up and asked 
to have their sledge brought round to the door; and 
then there was a sudden buzz of leave-taking, and with 
scarcely an adieu to her kind Lost and hostess, she found 

o 
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herself hurried out into the porch, her wraps produced 
with marvellous celerity from a heap of others hj a grin- 
ning negress, and a strong arm helping her down the steps, 
and almost lifting her into a sleigh which stood in readi- 
ness at a short distance from the house. 

The moon was shining in all its brightness ; the stars 
were looking down in their stedfast splendour ; and the 
pure white snow, reflecting the moonlight and starlight, 
was even more dazzling than it had been by day. Each 
feature in the landscape — from the pine-crowned hills 
in the distance, to the gleaming white railings which 
bounded on each side the short piece of private road 
leading from the Flats to the public highway — remained 
fixed indelibly on Franzje's mind, though at the moment 
she scarcely seemed to remark anything around her, or to 
have a thought to spaie for the beauty of the night. 
!Never could she forget how, when they came to the 
high road, Mr. Vyvian checked his impatient horse, and 
let some of the other sleighs pass him, apparently that 
he might enjoy the baffled look of the Dominie and Kil- 
lian ; nor how, when they were gone by, he pushed on 
with lightning speed and passed thenif gazing down at her 
with a proud air of possession as he dashed onwards 
towards the town. The mere thought of that wild 
drive, and her companion's eager, rapturous, burning 
words, would set her heart beating for months after- 
wards, though yet the deepest emotions of her nature 
remained unstirred. What there was in her of senti- 
ment, of poetry, of a woman's natural craving for love 
and service, awoke, and lent a softened beauty to her face 
as she listened ; and the spell of her young, fresh inno- 
cence was on him, and kept him from uttering a word 
that' would have wounded her sensitive modesty. He 
loved her with the highest part of his nature, and in this 
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sapreme moment the lowest was kept oat of sight as by a 
natural instinct. 

He did not ask her in so many words to be his wife ; he 
conld not shape any formal proposal at the time ; but he 
implied that that was the hope he was setting before him, 
and probably she did not in the least expect anything 
more explicit. While it was considered allowable in 
Albany for young men and maidens freely to avow their 
mutual love, the actual terms of marriage were usually 
settled for them by their parents or guardians ; and 
Franzje only felt that the strange, unlooked-for romance 
which had come into her life was now advancing towards 
its height, and did not seek to hurry it to a practical con- 
clusion. It was so very, very wonderful, that this clever, 
handsome, attractive Englishman should care for her ! She 
was lost in wonder and gratitude, and a girlish sense of 
triumph. When they reached her door, he drew her 
towards him for an instant^ and, by an irresistible im- 
pulse, gave her one long kiss. It burned on her startle 1 
lips, this first lover's kiss, and her cheeks glowed as if 
the clear, cold, heavenly moonlight had turned to noon- 
day heat. Would that glow have faded as quickly as it 
came, could she have known that that first kiss was also 
to be the last ; that the brief love-dream of that spring 
night was all 9he was ever to have of what makes so great 
a portion of the life of many women; that nobler, more 
satisfying things lay before her in the future ; but never 
again anything like the passionate sweetness of that 
moment, when she seemed to see her lover's face all 
glorified by the halo that her suddenly awakened devotion 
threw around it, when she still believed in him and iu 
herself % 

To some the romance of life comes late — so late that it 
is marred by a fear of being ridiculous, and of what the 

o 2 
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world will say : to others it comes prematurely, before 
they have learnt to discern the true from the false ; and 
then it is apt to leave a stinj* behind it — a regret for 
what no after- wisdom can nndo. There came a day— 
and that not very far in the future either — when Franzje 
would fain have taken that kiss from off her lips, and un- 
said the few sweet, low words which had given substance 
to Mr. Vyvian's hopea Romance is not a necessity of 
existence ; better to be without it, than to have it shorn 
of its possible nobleness, its possible power of lifting us 
into that pure region, where, through love of one worthy 
to be loved, we are drawn upwards to the highest Love 
of all ! 

Just for this one night, at least, there was no misgiving 
and no repenting. When Madame Eyckman got home, 
and went in search of Franzje, she found her standing 
before her little oval mirror, not in a trance of vanity, 
poor child ! but in order to settle that question, which 
rises so instinctively in some hearts at such moments : 
"Is this really me ? Can it be me that he loves so, and 
is ready to die for 1 What can he see in me to make him 
care so much 1 " 

When she turned round, in all her glowing, bashful 
beauty, at the sound of her mother's step, anyone but 
herself could have answered the question ; for hers wa» 
not the loveliness of form and feature only — the whole 
depths of her noble and tender soul were shining through 
her eyes. Her mother looked at her with a startled and 
confused air. She had come to rebuke ; but something 
in the girl's aspect made her forget the speech she had 
been putting together on her way upstairs. 

** Franzje, is it possible that you care for this man ? " 
was all that she could say. 

Her daughter did not answer, but came and put two 
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trembling hands in hers, and gave her one shy glance, and 
then turned away the beautiful blushing face. 

" Oh, my dear child ! you have not let him think so 1 " 
questioned the mother, in consternation at this mute 
response. 

StiJi f rani^e would not speak, and Madame Eyckman's 
fears were verging upon certainties. 

" At least, you did not let him kiss you 1 I told the 
Dominie I was certain yoy. would not. Look up, and tell 
me that you did not ! " 

. " But I did," said Franzje, in a soft, sweet voice, that 
refused to be ashamed, though her eyes were still cast 
down in maidenly confusion. 

And then she started at feeling her mother's tears 
upon her neck, as the good lady exclaimed in sorrow, 
" Oh ! my poor child ! my poor little, foolish, innocent 
maid ! How came I ever to let you out of my sight ? 
Franzje ! Franzje ! '* 



CHAPTER XIII. 

It was rather an anxious, uneasy congregation which 
gathered in the Dutch chapel on the following Sunday. 
A rumour had gone forth that the Dominie, being unable 
to stop the performance of what he considered an immoral 
play, had determined to make one last eflPort to prevent his 
flock from attending it ; and as many of the young people 
had set their heart upon the sight, and many of the old 
lacked the firmness to forbid their doing so, it was with 
far from a quiet conscience that they prepared themselves 
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to listen to the Dominie's harangue. The metrical psalm 
which preceded the sermon was sung with quavering 
voices, and much wandering of mind ; but when the dis- 
course began the attention was breathless, and the pastor 
could not at least complain of having to preach to deaf 
ears. Dull ears perhaps they were, though, some of them, 
for his bursts of fervid eloquence seemed to meet with 
little response, and scarcely any expression could be read 
on the greater part of the faces upturned to him but one 
of uneasy apprehension or sullen dissent. 

Several of the elder people, however, wore an air of 
grave satisfaction, as though they were mentally saying, 
" Ah, very true ! ". " Just what I have always thought ! " 
especially when he dwelt on the hollo wness and the fleet- 
ing nature of all worldly pleasure : and when from this 
he turned to speak of the joys with which God recom- 
penses the souls that keep themselves unspotted from the 
world — the pleasures which are at His right Hand for 
evermore, not a few, even among the younger people, 
were visibly moved ; and some good parents, such as M. 
and Madame Eyckman, looked at each other as much as 
to say, " We love our children too well to let them risk 
the loss of these higher things by indulgence in the 
lower." 

Evert listened with an air of half saucy defiance, Jan 
was stolidly attentive, the little boys were absorbed in 
watching the unusual vehemence of the Dominie's gesti- 
culations ; Franzje's face was set in its gentlest, gravest, 
most dreamy expression, and all through the sermon she 
never once looked up. Ah, how the old problem, which 
had haunted her so often before, would recur now ; how 
she wondered whether there were indeed such a sharp 
line drawn between this and that amusement, this and 
that object of interest, as the pastor seemed to say — 
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whether all up to a certain point w€re indeed so innocent, 
all beyond it so hopelessly wicked ! It was not a mere 
question of pleasure with her now j it went beyond that. 
She was not hankering after the play — nay, so far from 
intending to go and see it, she was nourishing a little 
secret, triumphant hope, that now Mr. Vyvian was quite 
her own, she should be able to prevail with him to give 
up his part in it — perhaps to keep away from it altogether, 
unless he could assure her that there were no such passages 
in it as had jarred upon even her inattentive ear in the 
performance of the " Beaux' Stratagem." The question 
was, would they let him be her own 1 would her parents 
give her in marriage to the Englishman ? or would they — 
acting under the Dominie's influence— ^insist on dividing 
her from him for ever, and so take all the brightness and 
romance out ©f her young life 1 Not worldly amusements 
only, but worldly intercourse, the Dominie was inveigh- 
ing against, as she sat thinking ; not places and things 
only, but people, were to be shunned, if they interfered 
with that strictness of life which he represented as indis- 
pensable ; the charity of prayers was the utmost that his 
yystem accorded to worldlings ; as for bestowing friend- 
ship or love upon them ! he spoke of it with shuddering, 
as a crime. It was not so much in the theory, as in its 
application, though, that Franzje found herself unavoid- 
ably differing from him. She had been long enough 
under his teaching to be used to strict and stern views of 
things ; but she lacked courage to apply ihem to the 
actual case before her. If Mr. Vyvian were indeed a 
worldling, then it was no doubt her duty to sever herself 
from him ; but was he a worldling ? The Dominie would 
have unhesitatingly said ** Yes." Franzje's innocent, trust- 
ing, hopeful heart cried out "ITo" with all its might. 
Hers was not the mistake — the sad, but net uncommon 
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mistake — of thinking that she could make a wild man 
steady, or convert a sceptic into a faithful believer ; she 
had no such confidence as regarded herself, no such dis- 
cernment as regarded him. She was simply blind iu 
some degree to the faults she saw, incredulous about the 
graver faults of which she only heard. To her thinking, 
Kussell Vyvian was different, but not inferior, to the 
young men she had known from her childhood ; less quiet 
and guarded and respectful, perhaps — but then, on the 
other hand, much more clever and interesting and fascinat- 
ing ; and the deficiency in his standard of right, compared 
with her own, she attributed to the fact of his having been 
differently trained — of his never having been taught by 
the Dominie, for instance. Aunt Schuyler had said that 
there were great allowances to be made for him ; and 
Franzje was ready to make all manner of allowance. There 
was so much for him to forgive in her — such ignorance, 
such rusticity, such a heap of real faults which he had 
not found out, but which were patent to herself — why 
should she not be content to forgive something in him ? 

Poor little girl ! spite of the maturity of her beauty, 
she had but the immature judgement of not-yet-seventeen 
to fall back upon ; and moreover she was too dazzled just 
now to be able to judge clearly at aU. No fear of her 
future fate, if she were allowed to marry Russell Vyvian, 
troubled her ; she was only half sickened by the pangs 
of doubt as to whether that fate were ever to be hers. 

Two nights before — the memorable night of her drive 
with Mr. Vyvian — her mother had begged her with tears 
to say nothing to anyone of what had passed between 
her and him, and even to forget it herself if possible. 
Since then she had not seen him, nor had any word been 
said to her about him. Were they keeping him from her 
purposely f had he offered himself as her suitor, and had 
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her father decliaed to receive him as such 1 She could 
not tell. One thing, however, she was sure of, namely, 
that if M. Eyckman had been indisposed to listen to his 
suit before, he would be ten times more so after this 
sermon of the Dominie's. She knew well what the 
})astor's influence on her parents was ; and without seeing 
the gl&nces that passed between them, she guessed as 
truly what feelings and resolves were rising in their minds, 
as if those minds had been spread out before her like an 
open book. 

Quietly as she sat there, with her dark-fringed eyelids 
lowered, and her perfect lips set in an expression ot* 
thoughtful repose, all sorts of painful and pleasurable 
emotions were busy in her heart by turns. She was going 
to belong to Mr. Vyvian somehow or other — that was the 
predominant feeling at first ; there would be difficulties, 
no doubt, but they must be got over ; there would be 
opposition, of course, but it was born of narrow prejudice, 
and could not in the nature of things be really invincible. 
Yes, she did in a certain sense belong to him already, and 
was not going to commit herself — even mentally — to any 
line of argument which would lead to the conclusion that 
it was her duty to give him up. She was tolerably com- 
fortable while this feeling lasted, spite of instinctive fears, 
spite of the stern denunciations thundered over-head. 
But all at once there flashed in upon her a new thought, a 
new dread, a new conviction that seemed unbearable, but 
which none the less took possession of her, and asserted 
its supremacy. What if after all she were setting her 
will not against her father's and the Dominie's, but 
against Grod'sl What if, in permitting their prejudice 
to form a barrier between her and the thing she coveted. 
He were showing her that the thing was not for her, 
calling her to renunciation and submission? What if, 
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withoat making pleasure and brightness and novelty 
wrong in themselves, He had made them wrong for her by 
the circnmstances of her position ? What if He Himself 
had made it impossible for her to have the joys she 
longed for here, and yet also *' the pleasures at His right 
Hand for evermore " 1 

A pang seized her, so keen that she could almost have 
cried out with anguish ; but she only clasped her bands 
tightly together under her cloak, and set herself steadily 
to consider this new view, which she had not sought for, 
but which some invisible influence had brought before 
her mind. The truth which she had missed that day in 
the Dominie's study, when she had listened to arguments 
with which she could not agree, had flashed upon her now. 
Ah ! bow much depended on whether she were willing to 
embrace it, or were minded to put it from her because of 
the sacrifice it involved ! 

The flaxen head dropped lower in the earnestness o. 
these thoughts, the sweet suggestion of a dimple about 
the mouth died away, and the lips moved slightly and 
then closed one on the other with a sort of sorrowful 
firmness. When the sermon was over, and they all left 
the chapel, she moved with even a more stately grace than 
usual, as in the dignity of a new resolve ; but yet there 
was a crushed, bewildered look in the eyes that were wont 
to be so serene. 

" Franzje," said Evert, pulling her by the arm, and 
drawing her a little behind the others, " if you can bear 
all this tyranny any longer, / cannot. I mean to go to 
the play, and I mean to tell Father so to his face ; and if 
he has me up before the Dominie for undutifulness, why 
I shall tell the Dominie so too. It is monstrous, as Gar- 
diner sdys, that a man should be priest-ridden all his days. 
I declare I won't go to the catechising this afternoon — 
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notliiDg shall make me ! I am a great deal too old for 
it." 

Franzje woke up from her dream, and looked anxiously 
and fondly at the boy at her side, who was strutting along 
with that air of sulky independence which a lad of fifteen 
is so apt to assume when he once begins to think himself 
a man. 

*' Dear Evert," she said, with a smile, "you are not so 
very much older than you were last Sunday, and how 
well you answered then ! Mother was quite pleased." 

" I was in a good humour then," said he ; "I had the 
sleighing-party to look forward to ; and I wasn't sure but 
what father would let me go to the play if I pleased him 
by my behaviour. He let me off going to New York, 
you know, though he vowed he would send me there in i 
January." 

" Evert, I don't feel as if we ought to think about the 
play, since Father and Mother are so set against it." 

" Franzje 1 " said Evert, standing still in the street, and 
staring at her as if confounded by the desertion of his 
expected ally. " I know what it is," he added, more 
composedly; "it's all the Dominie, and the fire and 
brimstone he has been consigning us all to in his sermon. 
Dirk Wessels says the Dominie's sermons are just made for 
frightening women and children. They shan't frighten 
me, though ! " and then out came a fashionable English 
oath, which he had learnt from the officers, and which 
shocked his sister beyond description. 

She was just beginning a very gentle and earnest re- 
monstrance with him — a remonstrance which from her, 
loving her as he did, he might have borne — when her 
father called to her rather sharply not to loiter, and so 
obviously waited for her, that she was obliged to go on 
and join him. 
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Evert ran ofif— probably to find Dirk Weasels, a good- 
foivnotbing youngster, a little older tban bimself, and bave 
out bis grumble witb bim — wbile Franzje walked borne 
demurely between ber fatber and motber, and felt ratber 
tban saw tbat Mr. Vyviau was one of a group of officers 
wbicb was assembled outside tbe Bankers* bouse. Amid 
all tbe talk and laugbter and jiugle of swords, sbe tbougbt 
sbe could distinguisb tbe tones of bis voice, and bis glance 
seemed to follow ber^ as sbe went on ber way, tbougb sbe 
never so mucb as turned ber bead in bis direction. 

Evert came in late for dinner ; and wben it was time 
to go to tbe catecbising, mumbled sometbiug about not 
beirg ready for it, and not meaning to go, but was 
peremptorily ordered tbere by bis fatber, and went off 
obediently, tbougb witb a very bad grace. Eranzje, wben 
sbe was getting ready to accompany bim, was told, to ber 
great surprise, tbat sbe bad better stay at bome and take 
care of Arij, wbo was suffering from inflammation of tbe 
eyes, and was obliged to be kept in a darkened room ; 
and tbougb it was in some ways a relief to ber, sbe could 
not belp being a little uneasy as to tbe motive of tbe 
command. Was tbe Dominie's anger against ber so pro- 
nounced, tbat ber motber, witb instinctive motberly ten- 
derness, wanted to sbield ber from it 1 Some sucb sus- 
picion occurred to ber, as sbe savv tbe nervous baste witb 
wbicb Madame Ryckman belped ber off witb ber cloak 
and bood ; and sbe could not refrain from saying, 
** Motber, you bave not told tbe Dominie anytbing about 
me and Mr. Vy vian, bave you 1 " 

Madame R^/ckman occupied berself in folding up tbe 
cloak, and turned away to put it in tbe drawer, as sbe 
replied, ambiguously, ^^ It is not a tbing tbat needs mucb 
telling; wben you went off witb bim in tbe sleigb, it 
was pretty plain wbat matters wore coming to ; but never 
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mind, child, I did not come up to scold you, but only to 
tell you to go to Arij. I have given Jettje a holiday this 
afternoon." 

She bustled off directly she had said this ; and Franzje 
prepared to go to her little brother, but first went to the 
casement and opened it, feeling as if she must have one 
fresh draught of air and sunshine before shutting herself 
up in the darkened nursery. 

The south wind had come, and under its soft breath 
the snow was fast vanishing from the streets, and spring- 
like influences were beginning to be felt. As Franzje 
leaned her head out, the warm breeze that had come 
straight from the burning sands of Florida and Georgia 
seemed to caress her cheek ; and all the hard brilliance of 
the frost had disappeared, and given place to a soft, 
balmy brightness, which soothed her for the moment into 
a dreamy feeling of vague delight. Just for a minute or 
two she yielded to the enjoyment ; then there came back 
suddenly the remembrance of the day when she had 
stood at that window to watch the entrance of the regi- 
ment into the town, and as the gay pageant rose before 
her, so there rose also the dark, picturesque figure of the 
pastor and his disapproving glance ; and once more she 
drew her head in, and went back to her home duties, feeling 
as if his shadow had fallen between her and the bright- 
ness of the day. Was it a picture of her life 1 Wa.^ 
duty, as represented by this stern disciple of a rigij;! 
school, always to scare her away from pleasure 1 Must 
the light that had come upon her in the chapel that 
morning burn on till it had scorched up all her folly and 
frivolity, all her vain dreams of happiness, all her roman- 
tic longings I Must she submit to suffer and be weary, 
and lapse into the dulness which was almost inseparable 
from her idea of goodness, and would the day indeed ever 
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come, when she should look back tranquilly on her pre- 
sent feelings, and philosophize about them with the calm 
contentment of her Uncle Jan 7 

Decidedly the day was yet far off; for now she could 
scarcely still herself sufficiently to bear with patience the 
dreary afternoon, passed in artificial twilight, and in 
ministering to the fretful wants of poor little Arij, who 
was not by any means content to sit on her lap and be 
sung to as she had hoped, but who insisted on groping 
about and dragging her after him, asking meanwhile for 
all possible and impossible things, beginning with hickory 
^ nutfi, and ending with " a long dangling sword, to come 
down from my waist and knock my heels as I walk — like 
Mr. Vyvian's, you know, Franzje." 

The mother was the first to return, very much put out 
with Evert's bad laehaviour at the catechising ; then, 
when she was gone to take off her things, in came Evert 
himself, very much excited, and full of some plan, which 
he hinted at mysteriously but would not reveal. He 
teazed Arij till he made him unbearably croPS, and then 
went away ; but when Franzje was going downstairs to 
tea, he rushed out of his room after her, and said abruptly, 
" I want a bit of waste-paper to wrap something up in ; 
may I take one of your old exercises, Franzje ? " 

" Oh yes ; you will find them all on the middle 8>helf 
of my cupboard,'* she answered, with ready good-nature ; 
*' but are you not coming down to tea? Maaike says it is 
all ready ; and Father must have come in, for I hear his 
voice in the parlour." 

** You might have heard it all over the house five 
minutes ago," returned Evert indignantly ; " he was in a 
fine rage with me. I have told him I shall go to the 
play, and he says if I do he will give me a thrashing. 
Fancy that to me, Franzje, who have never been beaten 
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in all my life ! *' and the lad drew up his handsome head 
with an air of such bitterly-insulted dignity, that his 
sister scarcely knew what to say, fearing to make matters 
worse by any attempt at preaching submission. 

" I don't think Father can quite have meant that, he is 
so kind," she murmured ; " but indeed. Evert, his wishes 
ought to be enough for us ; we ought not to provoke him 
to threats." 

Even the sweet pleading voice did not suffice to make 
the remonstrance palatable. Evert gave a suort of de- 
fiance, and with the. angry exclamation, " Yes, talk away ! 
When we've got rid of the Dominie we'll give you his 
pulpit, and you shall hold forth to your heart's content 1 " 
dashed off to his own room. 

He did not make his appearance at the tea-table ; and 
Franzje had sisterly compunctions about having irritated 
him, instead of having soothed .and persuaded him to 
come down to tea with her, till she heard from Maaike 
that he had carried off a lot of cakes to his den with the 
express intention of avoiding the family meal, and had 
announced his intention of going out again before the 
others had finished. 

He was gone by the time she got upstairs, and she 
found some reason to repent of her permission to him to 
search in her cupboard; for her papers were all tossed 
and tumbled about, the French exercises turned over in 
one careless heap, as if for some reason or other they had 
not suited his purpose and some answers to questions in 
theolog}', which she had written for the Dominie the year 
before, strewn hither and thither, as if he had chosen to 
select his wrapping-sheet from among them. She was 
vexed ; but as these answers were written on better and 
larger pieces of paper than the French — for which she 
had made use of any scraps that she could beg from her 
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father — she conclnded that was his motive for the selec- 
tion, and did not disquiet herself about it. She did not 
see her brother again that night, for he came in very late, 
and went straight to bed without saying a word to any- 
body ; and her sleep was broken by restless dreams, in 
which his image and that of Mr. Vyvian recurred per- 
petually. Once, and only once, she dreamt of the Dominie. 
She thought that he came and put his hand on her head 
while she was asleep, just as he had done that January 
afternoon,' and that no sooner did she wake to feel the 
touch than he was gone. She ran after him, but he 
vanished from her in a sort of long, subterranean passage ; 
and as she stood looking down it, there came a strange 
noise like the roaring of the sea in her ears, and then she 
awoke — really awoke this time, and the fantastic dream 
was over. 

The Dominie himself, meanwhile, was neither sleeping 
soundly nor dreaming ; he was passing one of those long 
miserable, intensely wakeful nights, which of late had be- 
come frequent with him. Anyone but he would have 
complained of them, and sought medical advice, and 
would have told also of the strange, morbid, delirious 
fancies which were apt to haunt him at such times ; but 
the Dominie breathed not a word to anyone, and simply 
set himself to bear them with the stoical endurance in 
which the stronger^part of his nature asserted itself, as 
against that weaker side which left him a prey to the 
torments of wounded feeling, and the subtle miseries of 
injured self-love. He was ready to, suffer — nay, to a cer- 
tain extent, he even liked suffering, though not so much 
from the tender yearning, so characteristic of sainis of 
old, to be made like unto the Lord by having a portion 
in His cross, as from a sort of natural heroism, and con- 
tempt for all personal inconveniences which might a<»8ail 
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hiui while toiling in his Master's cause, He would have 
been content to suffer martyrdom itself without a groan, 
could he thereby have secured that a single one of the 
thoughtless young people who WQre grieving him should 
go to heaven in his track — in that straight, narrow path 
which he had marked out for himself and others, and in 
which alone, according to his thinking, salvation could be 
found. 

He was hard and narrow and bigoted, and his mind 
was warped by the heretical teaching of his school, but 
he was true to what he thought the truth ; he was 
thoroughly, even fiercely in earnest. He had that one 
vast superiority to his adversaries, that he was fighting 
for what he believed of the highest possible moment, 
while they were simply battling for the enjoyment of a 
few passing hours ; and he loved them after his fashion, 
and would have died to save their souls, while they 
were grumbling about his harshness and his meddle- 
someness, and far from longing to do anything for him, 
were in some instances meditating how they could 
" pay him olf " for having interfered with their amuse- 
ments. 

As the sleepless hours rolled by, his thoughts went back 
to the earlier years of his ministry at Albany, and he re- 
called the enthusiasm with which he had entered on his 
charge, the success which had seemed to crown his efforts, 
and the popularity which he had soon acquired, and had 
enjoyed almost undiminished till the coming of the Eng- 
lish regiment into the city. It was true that those 
families who had settled hi Albany since the com- 
mencement of the war scarcely looked upon him with 
the same veneration as the primitive inhabitants of the 
place, and had introduced some new and heterodox 
notions which he had felt obliged to combat ; but still, 

p 
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on the whole, his inflaence had been supreme, and till 
bitter experience had convinced him of the contrary, he 
had supposed it to be permanent also. He did not dis- 
tinguish (which of us would have, in his place ?) exactly 
how much of his present regret was due to the waning of 
his own popularity, and how much to the belief that those 
who were deserting him were deserting their Heavenly 
Master also. He had so identified himself with his 
cause, that he felt as if they must stand or fall to- 
gether, as if any triumphs won over him were neces- 
sarily the triumphs of irreligion, as if he " did well to 
be angry even unto death" at the destruction of what 
had been his solace through all the burden and heat of 
the day. No consciousness of just retribution in the 
snapping of the bow which he had bent too tight, came 
upon him even for a moment ; he was not aware of 
having exercised any tyranny over the consciences of his 
flock. Those who talk of " priest-craft " as an instinct 
confined to Catholioism, must ill have studied the his- 
tory of Protestant sects. A rule all the more absolute 
because it was mainly the rule of the individual and 
not of the Church, seems to have prevailed in almost 
all the first Protestant communities, and to have been 
submitted to by the majority with a docility which now 
seems incredible. Presbyterians in Scotland, Calvinists 
in Holland and Switzerland, Paritan sectaries of all sorts 
in America, burdened themselves with sumptuary laws 
and minute social regulations — imposed sometimes by the 
Consistory rather than by a single minister, but generally 
at the instance of some one person more remarkable for 
zeal than his fellows — such as the Catholic Church has at 
no time laid upon the great body of the faithful. And 
ministers who were no longer " priests," and who never 
even cared to claim the priestly power of ministering to 
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burdened cwneciencee, and speaking the " word of recon- 
ciliation " to penitient souls, committed themselves to a 
system of direction at which Catholic directors, whether 
Roman, Grsek, or Anglican, would have stood aghast 
Those lights of the Kirk who forbade mothers to kiss their 
children on Sunday surely out-did anything that has ever 
been attributed to the most despotic of spiritual rulers 
within the fold of the Church, 

Is it not that priest-craft is one of those exa^f^erations 
of a thing right and good in itself — nay, directly ordained 
by God— which are incidental to human nature, whether 
orthodox or heterodox, and that those who think it is to 
be done away with by effacing the sacerdotal character of 
the ministry, are simply thinking to perfect the human 
element by getting rid of the divine, and leaving com- 
pletely untouched the real root of the evil f It is not the 
dignity of Apostolic succession, nor the grace of the Divine 
Anointing, which puffs men up, and makes them some- 
times act as "lords over God's heritage;" it is that 
human pride, that disposition to make their own will 
law, which is the snare of hundreds who are not in the 
ministry at all, and which remains (unsuspected perhaps) 
even in some of those whom God has called to that ineff- 
able honour. They who feel the honour most, who most 
prize the supernatural powers conferred on them, are just 
those who think least of themselves, who, far from usurp- 
ing undue personal authority, are content to be our '^ ser- 
vants for Jesus' sake." 

From the days of his popularity, the Dominie's thoughts 
soon returned to the time being, the constant mortifica- 
tions and the loss of influence which he felt only too 
keenly, and the doubt whether he was doing any good 
in striving against the tide — whether anything but dis- 
appointment to himself and irritation to them would 

p 2 
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come ottt of Ms efiEbrts to force back his straying sheep 
into the straight path. And then again they wandered to 
the old days in Holland, the old, calm, studious days, the 
delightful period, of learned leisure which succeeded his 
early university triumphs; and almost he wished that 
there had never come upon him that sudden longing for 
Christian enterprise, that zeal for souls, which had sent 
him forth across the wide Atlantic to preach God's truth 
in a distant land. 

Why not return 1 Why not re- visit, if only for a little 
while, his native country and the scenes of his youth ? 
Why not leave his post for a short spell of rest, and come 
back to it after a time re-invigorated, and with fresh spirit 
to encounter opposition ^d revolt ? A Dutch ship on its 
homewfird way was even now at New York, for he had 
received an intimation from a friend there that an oppor- 
tunity, which he had long been wanting, for sending 
some precious manuscripts to Holland, had suddenly 
arisen. Why not take them instead of sending them, 
and himself see to the publication of his cherished work — 
a work on which he had expended whole years of anxious 
thought, and which, perhaps, was destined to rival that 
" True Eeligion Delineated " of Dr. Bellamy of Connecti- 
cut, which was just now the favourite reading in New Eng- 
land homes 1 There was some attraction in the thought, 
and something soothing too in the notion of returning 
to Albany by-and-by, with all the prestige of a success- 
ful author added to his other titles to respect ; but he put 
it from him as a temptation, and even said to himself that 
badly as his flock were behaving, it would be too heavy a 
punishment to deprive them of his ministrations alto- 
gether. "Even the worst of them do not absolutely 
wish to get rid of me, I think," soliloquised the Domi- 
nie, with that sort of saving clause which self-esteem puta 
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in after tlie first ahock of finding oneself less regarded 
than one thought has been got over. 

The idea afforded some slight balm to his wounded 
spirit, and he arose at his usual early hour, and braced 
himself for a fresh day's work, trying with all his might 
to shake off the lassitude engendered by total want of 
rest When he opened his chamber door to go forth to 
his study, something fell to the ground with a loud noise. 
In the dim light of the passage he could scarcely see what 
it was, but he felt for it with his hand, and, in doing so, 
touched one or two other objects, which seemed to be 
ranged in order on the mat. He threw back the door so 
as to gain the full light from his chamber window, and 
there, lying before him, beheld, to his amazement, a club, 
a pair of old shoes, a crust of black bread, and something 
wrapped in paper, which, upon examination, proved to be 
a dollar. 

It was very enigmatical, but the Dominie's proud, sen- 
sitive nature rushed at once upon the true purport of this 
emblematic message. He did not pause to call for Dinah, 
and ask by whose instrumentality the things had come 
there ; he did not say to himself that at worst it was only 
a boyish insult, unauthorized by any of the elder mem- 
bers of his congregation ; he simply read by heart, as it 
were, the meaning of each article — the stick to push him 
away, the shoes to wear on the road, the bread and money 
as provision for the journey — and then he went back into 
the room he had just left, and sat himself down to face the 
hard truth that his people did want to get rid of him, that 
what he had been thinking of as a punishment they would 
regard in the light of a deliverance. If ever anyone had a 
*' mauvais quart d'heure,'' the Dominie had it then with 
a vengeance ! One drop was yet wanting in the bitterness 
of his cup. It came when beginning half absently to 
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scratiniie the crumpled piece of paper in wbick the ^Uar 
had been wrapped, he saw that there was writing upon k, 
writing whiuh he would easily haye recognized as Franzje 
Eyckman's, eyen if her signature had not been the first 
thing that he lighted on, written in laky dear, delieate 
charaeters, snch as harmonijed well with what he had 
once supposed to be the qnaHty of her mind. 

It was not a letter — she had "not had the audacity to 
write to kim — ^but it was what conveyed to him almost 
as definite a meaning as pointed words of insult might 
have done, for it was part of a theological exercise which 
she had written for him m the old happy time when he 
was her honoured teacher, and she the willing, grafteful 
pupil, in wk)ee abilities he felt a fiitherly pride. There 
were his own marks of correction on it, correction which 
she had received with, oh ! such loveable docility — and it 
was one of a certain set which he had bidden her always 
to keep, as he thought they might form a kind of text- 
book to help her in her future progress. It was bad 
enough that those dissipated Englishmen had turned 
against him the giddy lads, and lasses, such as Dirk 
Wessels and Anna Gerritse, who, left to themselves, 
might have attained to better thii^s in time ; but thafc 
they should have stolen from him the very purest and 
sweetest of all the band, the ome heart that had seemed 
to beat in truest accord with his own, was a cruel and 
nnbearable wrong, against which his whole spirit re- 
volted. 

Must sJie indeed go to perdition— that fair, gentle girl, 
with her virgin grace, and the noble, candid, aspiring 
nature, which seemed meant for the appreciation of divine 
realities 1 Would they be satisfied with nothing short of 
that ? and had they already brought her to such a recklesa 
state as made her wish to drive from her the one person 
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who was read J to interpose uuheBitatingly between her and 
ruin? 

The Dominie sat there defeated ; he had identified his 
cause with God's, and he thought that they were lost to- 
gether ; all that was human in him rose up and tempted 
him to despair, and he mistook the voice of his own soul 
for the whispers of a Divine leading. 



CHAPTEK XIV. 

|n ©atrr. 

The second day of what was to prove in the end a most 
eventful week, passed heavily with Franzje, as the first 
had done. It was spent chiefly with Arij in the darkened 
nunnery ; and when she met her parents at meals they 
talked only on general subjects, and made not the 
slightest allusion to Mr. Vyvian. She was devoured by 
a fretting anxiety, and felt as if she would gladly have 
exchanged her state of suspense for any certainty, how- 
ever painful y but yet, a very natural bashfulness kept 
her from approaching the subject herself, or even from 
leading the conversation in that direction. 

It so happened that, after she had bidden her parents 
good-night that evening, she was sent back to the parlour 
by her uncle Jan, to fetch a book which he had left there ; 
and when she entered it she found them deep in consul- 
tation, and overheard, without meaning to do so, a few 
words that were not intended for her ear. 

^^I begged him to defer the interview until next 
Wednesday,'* her father was saying; "I thought that 
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would give me a clear day for reflection, and for consult- 
ing the Dominie/' 

" Yes, you must talk to tlie Dominie, of course ; though 
I know his opinion of the young man too well to doubt — " 
began the mother, cutting short her sentence, however, 
as she caught sight of Franzje, who purposely made a 
little noise in advancing to draw the eyes of the speakers 
to her. 

No name had been mentioned, but the girl could not 
but conclude that " the young man " was Kussell Vy vian, 
and felt with what justice she had supposed that it was 
practically the Dominie who would decide her fate. 

" I knew how it would be," she said to herself ; " Father 
will do whatever the Dominie advises ; and of course, the 
Dominie will advise him to have nothing to do with Mr. 
Vyvian, and I shall have to submit, I suppose — ^and then 
what will become of me 1 Mr. Vyvian will go away to the 
war, and forget me perhaps — ^it is so different for men ; 
but how can / ever forget, or be the same as I was before ? 
Oh ! it is cruel, cruel, when we cannot love and be happy 
without being wicked too ! " 

A weight of despair fell on her when she was once 
more alone in her own room ; and though she instinc- 
tively knelt, as if for help to bear her burden, she did 
not at first utter any words of prayer at all. She was 
clinging on to the right ; she had abandoned any idea of 
happiness which was to be won at the price of undutiful- 
ness, whether shown in deceit or in open rebellion. She 
felt that she must obey with honourable, faithful obedience, 
whatever it might cost her to do so, but she could not as 
yet feel any comfort in the decision. The peace of mind 
that is won through sacrifice seldom comes till the sacri- 
fice is accomplished ; desolate hearts have to be offered to 
God, and then He fills them. 
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All at once a little hope sprang up — a new way of out- 
let, which she had not thought of before. Why should 
she despair so soon ? why should she accept as inevitable 
the sentence which the Dominie had not yet pronounced ? 
Since her fate rested with him, why should she not plead 
her cause with him before he was called on to decide it ? 
Hopeless as the case might seem, it was within the bounds 
of possibility, that face to face with him she might be 
able to make him see things in a different light — that if 
she could but find courage to bare her heart to him in 
some degree, she might awaken something of that fatherly 
compassion and sympathy which she knew to be latent in 
his nature, and of which she had sometimes made proof 
in the lighter troubles of her childish years. 

Harsh as he had been to her of late — firm and unre- 
lenting as he was popularly supposed to be — she yet felt 
with ineradicable confidence that his inmost heart was 
tender and warm, and that if her appeal could but reach 
it, there still remained to her a chance of success. 

" If I can only make him feel what Mr. Vyvian has been 
to me," she said to herself, " and how much goodness and 
nobleness there is in him which does not show, and if I 
can but make him understand what is implied in giving up 
all that has made my life so bright these last few months, 
I think I may be able to persuade him at least not to 
crush our hopes at once — ^to -let me keep Mr. Vyvian's 
love as something to look forward to in the future, even 
if he counsels father to prevent our bethrothal now. 
And if not — if I can't convince him, if hC' still persists 
in thinking it a sin for me to care for Mr. Vyvian at all — 
still, if he will tell me why it is a sin, and if he seems 
only to deny me because he can't please me without dis- 
pleasing God, it will not be quite so hard to submit as it 
is now. Oh 1 how well I remember that day years ago, 
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when I was a little tiny child, and he would not let me 
drink the molasses-and-water that Dinah hronght me, 
though I was so hot and tired and thirsty, because he 
said it was a bad habit to take anything between meals ; 
and it seemed so hard and cruel, till he took me up on 
his knee, and let me lean my head against him, and then 
all my angry feelings went away, and I did not mind any 
more. I think it might be something like that now ; I 
think I might bear my trouble better if he laid it on me 
with his own hand, and helped me to bear it. Yes, I 
tvUl go to him ; I will not let fear or shyness keep me 
away. I do trust him still, even though he ia angry with 
me ; if I speak to him truly and openly, soul to soul, I 
do not believe he will misjudge me." 

Then she folded her bands, and said her prayers re- 
verently, and presently laid herself down to sleep, not very 
happy or hopeful, but by no means so miserable as she had 
been when she first came up-stairs. She was not troubled 
by any thought of what Mr. Vyvian would say at her 
selecting the Dominie as her conjidcmte; her feeling 
towards her pastor was so sim^de and so filial, so free 
from the slightest tinge of sentimentality, ^at it seemed 
quite as natural and unobjectionable to open her heart to 
him as to her father and mother — nay, in her case more 
natural, because the Dominie had been more of a friend 
to her than her parents had ever been, and had done far 
more to form her character than they. 

Her father and mother were very kind and good, and 
she loved them dearly, with a far more intimate, sensible, 
familiar fondness than she gave to the Dominie; but 
they were so accustomed to treat her as a chUd, and to 
think she had all she wanted if they provided her with 
food and clothes and other bodily comforts, and kissed 
and praised her when she tried to be useful to them, that 
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she had learnt never to expect from them the same kind 
of help and counsel and sympathy which she had been 
wont to receive from Madame Schuyler and the Dominie. 

They were not in the least jealous of the influence 
which these good friends exercised over her ; and she did 
not at all anticipate any opposition to her scheme of going 
to the Manse the next morning, except that something in 
her mother's manner on the past Sunday had made her 
feel a& if just at the present crisis they preferred to keep 
her and the Dominie apart 

" Perhaps it was my fancy ; at any rate, I will pluck 
up courage, and ask Mother to let me go to him as soon 
as I have finished my home-tasks," she said to herself, as 
she went down to breakfest; "Father will probably 
choose the leisure hour after dinner for his talk, and I 
must speak to him Jlrst, if possible. Oh ! if he will only 
be a little kind to me, and let me speak to him freely, as 
I used ! " ' 

During the meal a note waa brought to M. Eyckman 
which seemed to inspire him with a good deal of conster- 
nation ; and as soon as he had read it he got up and went 
out, without giving a word of explanation, even to his wife. 

Franzje waited till the boys had also left the table, and 
then said gently, *' Mother, I want very much to speak to 
the Dominie. May I go and see him when you have 
done with me 1 " 

Madame Eyckman looked as if she thought it a sort of 
putting one's head into the lion's mouth, and answered 
^ith manifest indecision, ^'I don't know what to say, 
Franije. I never do like your gadding about in the 
morning ; and perhapa you may And your father there — 
and altogether I think you might as well stay at home." 

** I will only just go the Manse and back," rejoined the 
girL " Mother, I know you think the Dominie is angry 
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with me ; and I daresay lie is ; but indeed, I am not 
afraid. I shall he happier if you will let me speak to him 
than if I have to sit quiet while the whole matter is de- 
cided over my head." 

She did not explain what she meant by 'Hhe whole 
matter," but Madame Eyckraan seemed to understand. 

" Yon had better leave it to your father, I think," she 
said ; ''he will be gentler with you than the Dominie. 
Oh ! my dear child, what a pity it is that you do look so 
like a woman ! No man ever troubled his head about me 
when I was your age." 

'' I think I feel like a woman now, Mother," said poor 
Franzje, not without some pathos in face and voice, as she 
lifted her great steadfast eyes to her mother's anxious 
gaze. " I won't do anything you don't like ; but if you 
would let me go to the Dominie, I should be very, very 
grateful." 

Thus appealed to, Madame Eyckman gave way ; and 
about an hour afterwards Franzje set forth in the direction 
of the Manse, accompanied by the faithful old negress 
Jettje, who was considered more of a protector than 
merry little Maaike, and whom she promised to keep 
close beside her all the way there and back. Once safe at 
the parsonage, Jettje could be dismissed to gossip with 
Dinah in the kitchen, while her mistress went in alone 
to the Dominie's study. 

The old woman talked a good deal as they went along, 
expressing her opinions with all the freedom which was 
common among the household slaves in an Albanian 
family of the true primitive type ; but Franzje, though 
she listened good-naturedly, and responded with a smile, 
had very little to say in return. She was thinking 
deeply ; and as they drew near the house, a vivid recol- 
lection came back to her of the day when she had gone 
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there with Maaike in the autumOf and of her own words . 
'^ If I were in any trouble, I think I should run straight 
there." 

She could not feel quite the same towards the Dominie 
as she had felt when she said that ; but still, a sort of 
hope of finding something to lean on — a sense of haviug 
got to the desired haven — came over her as she stood at 
the Dominie's door waiting for her ring to be answered. 
She waited a long time — much too long for Jettje's patience 
— and at last rang again, but still with no response. 

^' Let me jus' open de door, and see if I can find Dinah, 
Mamselle," said the old servant ; " perhaps she jus' step 
out a minute, and Dominie he deep in big book, and not 
hear de ring at all. If I not find Dinah, s'pose I tap at 
study, and say, ' Mamselle Eyckman she want to see you, 
please Sir r" 

Franzje preferred this to making a further and louder 
ringing, which might startle the Dominie at his studies, 
and bring him to the door himself ; so the negress lifted 
the latch without ceremony, and passed into the hall, 
leaving her young mistress still standing in the porch. 

A minute or two passed, and then came Jettje's voice 
from some inner room in accents of alaim. ^' Mamselle, 
you come here ! Oh ! whatever can it mean ) Mamselle, 
you come and see 1 " 

Franzje obeyed tihe summons with all the speed of 
terror, picturing to herself the Dominie fallen in a fit, or 
stark dead upon the study fioor ; but when she reached 
the study — for it was from thence that Jettje had called 
her — she found no one there but Jettje herself, though 
startling indeed was the scene that met her eyes. The 
whole room was dismantled ; pictures and books, and all 
that had made it home-like and characteristic, were utterly 
gone, and the chairs standing about here and there as if 
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pushed aside by an impatient hand. On the table were a 
pair of old shoes, a club^ a crast of mouldy bread, and a 
little crumpled packet, which startled Franzje more than 
anything, because on the paper wrapper she recognised 
her own handwriting. 

"What you tink it all mean, Mamseller' said the 
negress, with a grin, apparently deriving some satisfaction 
from seeing Franzje as puEzled as herself. 

" Perhaps Dinah is going to clean the stady/' suggested 
" Mamselle " doubtfully. 

" Queer way to set about it,'' said Jettje contemptuously; 
"no brush, and no pail — ^not even duster! No Dinah 
neither. First I look in kitchen, but she not dere ; den 
I call, but she not come." 

" It is very strange, certainly," said Franige, not know- 
ing what farther to suggest, and feeling a strange sinking 
of heart at finding only emptiness and disorder where she 
had come seeking rest and counsel 

She drew nearer the table, to have a closer look at the 
mysterious packet : and meanwhile, Jettje, who was not 
troubled with any very delicate feelings, nor fear of taking 
liberties, left the room to pursue her investigations, and 
presently returned, exclaiming, " Dominie gone 1 dat what 
'tis, Mamselle I Me look in his room ; no coat hanging on 
door, no shoes in cupboard — all gone ! Dominie gone 
away and left us, and never come back no more ! " 

" Jettje ! it can't be ; and you shouldn't have looked 
in his .room ! " cried out Franzje almost passionately. 
" He can^t have gone away and left us ! Perhaps he has 
just gone to the Flats for a night, while Dinah cleans the 
house." 

" Then why don't she clean it 1 " retorted Jettje. " M f^ 
never did tink much of dat Dinah. She pull a long face, 
and Dominie tink her right-down Christian woman ; but 
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no good Christian woman leave her master's shoes on de 
study table — eh, Mamselle Franage 1 " 

" I don't think they are his shoes," said Franzje, de- 
clining to enter into the abstract question of the anti- 
Christian nature of such a proceeding. " I can*t make 
out how these things came here at all ; that piece of paper 
belonged to me, and Evert took it on Sunday to wrap up 
something in. No, don't meddle with it, Jettje," as the 
old woman stretched out her hand to take it. " We must 
come away now ; we have no businejss here while the l)o- 
miuie and Dinah are out" 

She walked towards the door, disappointed and per- 
plexed, and Jettje followed her rather unwillingly ; but 
on the steps they met Dinah coming in. 

A very untidy-looking Dinah it was, with the cotton 
handkerchief which she wore on her head all awry, her 
dress splashed with mud, and her whole appearance as of 
one carried out of herself, and too agitated and exhausted 
to care how she looked, or what was thought of her. 

When she saw them she sank down on the seat in the 
porch, and began rocking herself to and fro, and making 
a sort of dismal howling, which rather put Jettje out of 
patience. 

" Oh," she sobbed, " 'tis you, come to look at de empty 
house, is it ? Yes, Dominie's gone, and you can all make 
merry ; dere's no one to hinder you now. Oh ! oh ! 
oh — o — — o ! " 

rran2je had turned very pale, but she spoke quite calmly 
and gently. " Gone ] I don't understand, Dinah ; has he 
gone somewhere on a visit ] " 

" I mean what I say, Mamselle ! " snapped the 
Dominie's retainer; "he be gone right away — gone to 
New York, to find de big ship to take him across de 
seas. You've drove him away wid your jiggings and your 
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maskings; and he's gone to where dere's people as 'ill 
listen to him, and walk in de holy Gospel ways." 

" Walk in 'em yourself, you Dinah ! " burst out Jettje, 
before her young mistress could speak. ^* Mamselle 
Franzje she know her duty as well as anybody ; and she 
come here dis mornin' to see Dominie, and speak good 
words wid him; and fit to break her heart when she 
couldn't find him. You go 'long ! " 

*' We won't stay now ; Dinah is tired," said Franzje, 
with dignity. " But I believe the Dominie will come 
back to us, so don't cry," she added kindly to the weeping 
woman. 

A deep, aching regret was gathering in her own heart, 
yet not a single tear rose to her eyes. She wanted to hear 
the facts of the case more clearly, and then go alone to 
think over them, and realize what it all meant, and what 
the loss that had come upon them involved. 

" Tired ! ah, I be tired, Mamselle," said Dinah, a little 
mollified. " I've run after de carriage till all de breath 
be out of me ; and Dominie he wave his hand to me to 
bid me go back, but he not stop for me nor nobody. — 
Oh — o — ! oh — — — — o — o ! " 

They left her still silting in the porch and howling 
ostentatiously, and pursued their homeward way, but not 
without many interruptions. Dinah in returning had spread 
the news of her master's departure ; and all along the street 
were gathered knots of people, discussing, with more or 
less excitement, the wonderful, and — to many — disastrous 
intelligence. The Dominie had sent away his trunks over- 
night, and had himself driven off early, before the town 
was fully astir ; so the secret had remained a secret to 
most of his flock for an hour or two, but now all the town 
was occupied either in telling or hearing it ; and while 
some were crying bitterly, and a few exulting, others were 
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improving the occasion after Dinah's fashion, by taunting 
or rebuking those whom they believed to have been the 
cause of his departure. 

Franzje felt a cowardly inclination to take to her heels, 
when she saw M. Jansen haranguing the passers-by from 
the steps of his door ; but instead of yielding to it, she 
drew up her head and walked quietly along on the other 
side of the street, catching as she went a few words 
evidently levelled at her, about light-minded maidens, 
who had wearied out the Dominie's patience by their 
frivolity and obstinacy. 

A little way further on she encountered a noisy group 
of youngsters, with Evert at their head, who greeted her 
with a shout of " Hurrah ! the Dominie's gone ! Now 
we can have as much fun as we like!" and a sudden 
** Hear, hear ! " came from the windows of the Bankers* 
house, beneath which she was passing, though the speaker 
was invisible. 

He was not invisible long ; for while Franzje was try- 
ing to induce Evert to come home with her, and explain 
to her on the way the mystery of that piece of paper 
which she had seen on the Dominie's table, Mr. Vyvian, 
whose voice she had recognized, came out and joined her. 
She looked round for Jettje, but the old woman was in 
full chase after Dirk and Albert, who had excited her 
wrath by chorussing Evert's hurrah ; and as Evert made 
off directly Mr. Vyvian appeared, she was left for just a 
few moments tetecttke with him. 

'* You have heard the news, I see," he said, looking at 
her grave face, which lighted up for one instant at the 
sight of him, but speedily grew sad again. "I don't 
expect you to rejoice, like these madcap boys, but I think 
you and I have some real cause for being glad." 

" Glad to have driven him away 1 " said she. 

Q 
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There was a keener pathos in her tone than she wa«i 
aware, and Mr. Vyvian's brow grew clouded. He hated 
to see her grieving after his " rival ; ** but at the same 
time he tried to adapt himself somewhat to her mood, as 
so often before, 

" Well, that last stroke was too much, perhaps," he 
rejoined ; " it must have been pretty clear to him that 
he was looked upon chiefly as an ob9truction ; and he 
might have been spared so palpable a hint as yesterday 
morning's performance. Still, if I had been he, I should 
have thought it beneath me to care about such a mere 
boyish joke." 

'* I don't know what you mean," said Franzje, breath- 
lessly. 

" What ! didn't Evert let you into the secret ? Have 
you really not heard of the fine outfit for his journey 
which the Dominie found at his bed-room door yester- 
day] I was told you contributed the paper that the 
dollar was wrapped in, but I can't say I ever fully be- 
lieved it." 

If he had, Franzje's face of startled distress would have 
convinced him to the contrary. She knew so much better 
than he did — so much better than her brother even — all 
the significance that that torn leaf of her theological 
exercise must have had for the Dominie, that she was 
struck dumb for the moment at the discovery of Evert's 
treachery, and let the indignant grief in her beautiful 
eyes speak for her as it listed. 

" It was a very silly practical joke,'* said Kussell, not 
thinking it necessary to mention that he and Mr. Gar- 
diner had encouraged the boys thereto. "I don't wonder 
you are displeased at it ; but, my own love, don't take 
such a gloomy view of the matter. The Dominie will 
come back some day ; and meanwhile you and I are now 
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free to be happy. Your father will surely not be able to 
stand out against us without his clerical dictator to second 
him." 

" I cannot tell," said she, hurriedly, beginning to walk 
on at a rapid pace ; '' and oh ! Sir, I cannot even tell now 
whether I really wish him to yield or not. I know it 
must seem very childish, and I must ask you to forgive 
me ; but, indeed, I do not feel sure now what is right or 
what is wrong. I must have time to thin^." 

She seemed a different woman from the one he had 
clasped in his arms but a few nights before ; and he 
looked at her jealously and suspiciously as he rejoined, 
** Have you not had tim« for that already 1 What have 
you been doing all these days that they have kept 
you from me] Listening to ill-natured stories about 
me, perhaps, skilfully dished up by the Dominie and M. 
Jansen.*' 

" I have not spoken to either of them ! " said Franzje, 
indignantly; "I wanted to speak to the Dominie this 
morning, but when I got to the Manse he was gone." 

Her heart was still quivering with the shock of that 
bitter disappointment, and a little sympathy — a little 
token that her feelings were understood and respected — 
would have been inexpressibly soothing ; but Eusselfs 
mind was altogether out of harmony with hers on this 
subject, and so he only answered with a triumphant smile, 
" Yes, he has gone, and left you to me ; there is no one 
to come between us now. Franzje, why do you call me 
* sir,' and rush along as if you wanted to get away from 
me ? If you knew how proud I am of your being mine, 
you would not be so unwilling even to seem to belong to 
me. Why can*t you speak freely to me ? me, who would 
do anything in the world for you 1 What made you v^ant 
to speak to the Dominie ? " 

Q 2 
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" It was about you," said she. 

She had spoken quite simply and fearlessly ; hut for 
an instant she almost quailed beneath the sudden glance 
of fierce, jealous wrath which her lover turned upon her. 

" Is it usual in your country for a young gentlewoman 
to consult one of her admirers on the expediency of 
manying another ? " he asked, sarcastically. 

" Admirera ? '* she repeated, in bewilderment ; " I 
thought we were speaking of the Dominie ! " 

" Exactly ; but are you really so innocent as never to 
have discovered what it was that made M. Freylinghausen 
keep guard over you so jealously 1 Don't you see that he 
was so determined not to let me have you because he 
wanted you for himself? " 

A strange thrill passed through her, and for one instant 
the young face was lifted with a sort of half-proud, half- 
trembling exultation, as though an undreamt-of honour 
had come upon her all at once ; but* in another moment 
her eyes fell, and in a grave, humble tone, as if shrinking 
from the presumption of the thought he wished to force 
upon her, she answered, " Oh, no ! indeed you have mis- 
understood ! M. Freylinghausen cared for us all, because 
he was our pastor ; and once, when he used to teach Evert 
and me, and saw us trying to be good, I think perhaps 
he loved us a little more than the rest of the class, but 
oh ! there was never anything but that ; and since he 
thinks we have become wicked, I am afraid he has left off 
loving us at all." 

** Afraid ! You care for his love, then 1 " said Eussell, 
angrily, and looking as if he would have liked to strangle 
the Dominie then and there. 

She did not quail this time, but paused and fronted 
him steadily with her grand, clear gaze, as she exclaimed, 
*'How shall I make you understand? It is no question 
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of love and lovers. It was God who sent us the Do- 
minie, and taught us to love and honour him ; do you 
think we can help caring for having grieved him and 
driven him away 1 " 

Even yet he did not understand ; his grosser and more 
worldly mind could scarcely take in the notion of a love 
distinct alike from sentimentality and from passion ; and 
it was but natural that — ^looking at the Dominie as a 
mere strait-laced old Calvinist — he should fail to com- 
prehend the veneration which his character had inspired ; 
but Franzje's face in its pathetic loveliness touched and 
softened him, and he was beginning to murmuf some fond, 
soothing words, when up came old Jettje, panting mightily 
after her long run, and dragging little Albert in her train. 

" Ah, Mamselle, dirhere naughty bad boy lead me such 
a chase," panted she ; " but now me got him me not let 
him go till Baas speak to him. Jus' you help me to bring 
him 'long, Mamselle ! " 

" You need not hold him, Jettje ; he will come with 
me, I know," said the girl, in the gentle tone of command 
which slaves and children alike had learned to obey. " I 
must bid you good-day, Sir," she added, firmly, to Kussell, 
who was standing chafing at the interruption. " My mother 
will be looking for us, for doubtless she has heard the 
news ere this." 

" Tell your father I shall not fail to keep my appoint- 
ment with him to-morrow," rejoined the young man 
haughtily, " and trust that on his part he will not fail me. 
As for you. Mademoiselle, when you have a thought to 
spare from the Dominie, I shall intreat you to give it 
to me." 

She felt the reproach conveyed in the words ; and all 
at once a wistful, deprecating sweetness came into het 
eyes as she said, " I am afraid I have indeed seemed cold 
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and ungrateful, Sii; I do not quite know myself to- 
day." 

It was not so mucli re-awakened love, as the anxious 
humility of a child feeling itself wrong and asking for 
pardon, that spoke through her looks and tones ; but the 
very least sign of tenderness towards him was enough 
to kindle afresh the man's passionate devotion, and he 
answered with a few burning, rapturous expressions of 
affection, couched in French, that they might be less 
intelligible to Jettje. 

The sweet eyes fell, and that glow came to the delicate 
cheek which he most loved to call forth ; but there was 
no nearer approach to him, no soft whisper of love in 
reply ; the night when her heart? had spoken in answer to 
his, when her lips had met his unaBashed, seemed already 
far away. 

Franzje returned, to find her mother in tears, and her 
father standing by the fire with his travelling-cloak on, 
as if equipped for a journey. They both saw by her 
face that she knew what they knew, and both seemed to 
have forgotten Mr. Vyvian, and to feel confident of their 
daughter's sympathy with all that they felt regarding the 
loss of their pastor. 

*^ I have been longing for you to come back, my dear," 
said Madame Eyckman, holding out her hand and draw- 
ing Franzje towards her. " Did you really go on to the 
Manse, and find it empty ? or did you hear the news on 
the way?" 

" I could have saved you the fruitless walk," said M. 
Eyckman, "if I had known; for that note that was 
brought to me at breakfast was from M. Cuyler, telling 
me that he had got scent of the Dominie's departure, and 
begging me to come with him and intercept him at that 
bit of the road—" 
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" Oh ! and did you 1 " interrupted Franzje, too eagerly 
anxious to wait with her usual respect for the close of her 
father's sentence. 

** Yes, but it was all of no use ; and though I offered 
to go on to iNTew York with him, hoping at least to pre- 
vent his embarkation, it was only wasting my breath ; he 
would neither turn back nor accept the company of any- 
one on the road. He has a will of iron, our Dominie. I 
always thought so." 

" Our Dominie ! " echoed Madame Ryckman. " Ah, we 
scarcely dare call him that, now that he has gone away 
and left us. I wonder what the Schuylers will say when 
they hear this terrible news. Your father wants you to 
drive out to the Flats with him, Franzje, and help him to 
break it to Madame."' 

^' And leave you all alone, dear Mother ? *' said Franzje, 
tenderly. 

'* Oh, do not fear for me, I have no time to sit and 
grieve ; I must see to Arij and your uncle Jan. I did 
just run up to him with the news ; and I was almost pro- 
voked with him, dear good old man ! for instead of seem- 
ing surprised, he said, calmly, * I have been expecting this,' 
and then turned away, as if he wished to hear no more.'* 

" I daresay he is praying for the Dominie, and for us," 
said Franzje, in a low voice, full of emotion. 

" Yes," replied her mother, in rather a dissatisfied tone, 
as if just at that moment she would have preferred some 
more human manifestation of sympathy. "And now, 
child," she added, " you must have some hot chocolate 
before you set out on your drive ; I told Maaike to bring 
you a cup before the carriage came round. Your father 
came in as jaded and disheartened as could be, and was 
for taking nothing ; but a good glass of hollands-and- 
water has made him something like himself again." 
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Franzje felt scarcely able to swallow, but obediently 
put her lips to the cup which Maria brought in at this 
moment. While she raised it with one hand, the little 
slave-girl took possession of the other, and covered it with 
kisses. *^ Mamselle ! dear, dear Mamselle ! " was all she 
said ; but Frauzje understood to the full what was implied 
in this sudden outburst of tenderness, and putting down 
the cup, bent forward and kissed the round black face 
with a warm impulse of gratitude. 

Ah ! how sweet the home-kindness seemed now that 
her heart was so torn and perplexed ! She valued it so 
much, that she could scarcely bear to risk the loss of it 
by an untimely word ; and as she drove along with her 
father towards the Flats, delayed from minute to minute 
the delivery of Mr. Vy vian's message, and at length deter- 
mined to give it on their way back. 

They found that the tidings they brought had reached 
the Schuylers already, and that the Colonel had even set 
off in pursuit of the Dominie, after the example of his 
brother-in-law and M. Kyckman. Madame had been a 
little hopeful about the result of his mission ; but when 
she heard of M. Eyckman's failure, she shook her head, 
and said, sadly, " Then Philip has not much chance of 
success. How I shall watch and weary for his return ! 
Could you not leave ine Franzje ] It is a comfort to 
have someone to share one's anxiety — and I could send 
her back to you to-morrow." 

M. Kyckman looked half unwilling to consent ; but 
then a sudden idea seemed to strike him, and he said, " If 
you will keep her till Thursday, I will come and fetch her 
myself." 

" Till Friday if you like," said Aunt Schuyler, thinking 
of the play, which was to take place on Thursday night ; 
" but surely, my little Franzje — " 
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" She is a good girl," interrupted her father, hastily. 
" There is no need for keeping her out of the way ; but 
it seems a pleasant change for her to be here with you ; 
and I have business to-morrow, and altogether — yes, you 
will stay with Madame, Franzje," he concluded, turning to 
the girl, who was standing with parted lips and eager 
eyes, wondering wliat might be the real purport of this 
new arrangement. 

He got up to go directly he had said this, as if lie were 
in a hurry to escape any arguments to the contrary, and 
seemed to mean Ms hurried kiss as a final good-bye ; but 
Franzje followed him to the door. 

" Father," she said, breathlessly, " I met Mr. Vyvian, 
and he said he hoped you would not fail to keep your 
appointment with him to-morrow. I don't know what 
you are going to say to him, nor even what I want you 
to say — but oh ! father, let me have a voice in the matter ; 
don't settle it all without my knowing ! " 

" I must talk to your mother," said he, irresolutely ; 
" and I shall hear what the young man says ; but you 
know very well, my maid, what the Dominie thought of 
him, and that should be enough for us. Be a good girl, 
and don't fret about this young coxcomb ; we have trouble 
enough in losing our Dominie." 

" Yes, and oh ! Father, I am glad to be with Aunt 
Schuyler for a bit ; I do want to talk to her — but if you 
could send for me to-night ? I am anxious about Evert ; 
and there are so Toany things that make me want to be 
at home to-morrow. Please, Father, let me come home 
to-night ! " 

" Ko no," said he, breaking from her, just because he 
felt he could not resist her pleadings for long. " I have 
spoilt you all, and that is the truth of it. Evert will do 
very well — the young rascal ! — there's no keeping him in 
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order as I should like, with yoor mother always taking his 
part I shall fetch yoa on Thursday or Friday, as seems 
best ; and meantime you must be a good child, and try 
and cheer up Madame." 

He drove off, and Franzje stood on the steps looking 
after him, feeling rather as if she had been trapped, 
though she did not for a moment suspect her father of 
any deep-laid design in bringing her to the Flats that 
morning. " Be a good child ! " Oh ! how easy it was to 
say I but who could make her feel like a child again ? 
^nd was goodness possible, when her choice seemed only 
to lie between two evils — the being unfaithful to her 
lover, or unfaithful to the Dominie 1 



CHAPTER XV. 

A VISIT to the Flats had always appeared to Franzje in her 
childhood the very acme of delight ; and even now that 
she was — to hei own thinking — grown up, a certain 
prestige still hung about it which made her proud as well 
as pleased to be Aunt Schuyler's guest; but on this 
particular occasion, so much of her heart had been left 
behind her in the city, and such a tumult of conflicting 
feelings was going on within her, that she could only half 
appreciate the simple enjoyments into which she had been 
accustomed to enter with so much heartiness and zest. 
She remembered that she had been left to cheer Madame, 
and all through the first day made valiant efforts to take 
a hopeful view of the Dominie's proceedings, and suggest 
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that even if the Colonel did not succeed in persuading 
him to turn back, a feeling of compassion for his pastorless 
flock might at the last moment prevent his actually em- 
barking ; but in her own heart she did not believe that 
any such change of purpose would take place. It was a 
sort of relief to her restlessness to find that even her staid 
old friend was restless also; and when Madame said, 
" Come, Franzje, we must not give way ; we must set 
oui'selves steadily to do something, it is better than talk- 
ing and thinking/' she gave a ready assent, and entered 
upon the task proposed — the dusting and arranging of the 
valuable china ornaments in the summer parlour — with 
great goodwill, though not with the interest she would 
once have felt. The queer-shaped bowls and quaint 
figures, which at another time she would have paused to 
examine and chat about, now passed through her listless 
fingers with scarcely a word of comment ; and even when 
Madame proceeded to unveil all the great mirrors, and 
give an air of habitation to the room, Franzje could 
scarcely rouse herself to admire, or even to ask whether 
the change from the winter to the summer house was 
about to be effected. She half wanted to solicit 
Madame's advice with regard to Mr. Vyvian, and yet she 
could not bring herself to say a word upon the subject. 
That yearning to open her heart, which had taken her to 
the Manse in the morning, had met with such bitter dis- 
appointment, that her feelings now seemed frozen up and 
incapable of expression. 

"Besides, she will ask me, perhaps, whether I really 
urish to marry him," said the girl to herself ; ** and just 
now I do not seem to know whether I do or not. Only a 
few hours ago I was wishing it with my whole heart, and 
thinking to be able to win even the Dominie's consent ; 
but now I see that that could never have been — that it 
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was nothing bat my foolish fancj which ever made it 
seem possible. Can I go on longing for what I can only 
have at the price of doing wrong ? How can I be happy, 
or make him happy, if I am wicked and undutifal 1 
1^0 ; if Father refuses his consent, I must take it as the 
Voice of God to me, telling me I am not to have the 
thing I had set my heart upon. Oh ! it is no use asking 
advice, for I see the right at last only too plainly. If I ' 
could but speak to him, and make him see what it is that 
severs us, it might not be quite so hard to part as it seems 
at this moment ! '' 

So she kept silence; and, when the weary afternoon 
wore to an end, and the colonel came back tired and de- 
jected, with failure written on his frank open face, she 
heard the history of his fruitless mission without a word, 
and then crept apart to the little room in the winter house 
which Madame had assigned to her, feeling that she had 
always known it would be so, and that she was too heart- 
sick to be capable of any fresh sense of disappointment. 

She scarcely knew how the evening was got through : 
but with a new day came renewed energy and spirit, and 
she followed Madame from the parlour to the store-room, 
and from the store-room to the barn, the next morning, 
with somewhat of her old smiling helpfulness, though 
now and then her manner grew a little absent as the 
thought came, " I wonder whether Mr. Vy vian is with 
Father now ; I wonder what Father is saying to him." 

After the early dinner, the Colonel rode into Albany to 
see M Cuyler, and Madame announced her intention of 
taking a walk, and going to call on her sister-in-law, 
Madame Jeremiah Schuyler, who lived not far from the 
Flats. She invited Franzje to accompany her, and the 
girl herself could never tell exactly what it was that made 
her decline the invitation ; for mingled with a vague long- 
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ing for perfect quiet and solitude was a sort of instinctive 
feeling that it would not be well to be absent from the 
house that afternoon, and also a half-unconscious desire 
to avoid a tete-h-tete with her old friend. She had to 
endure a little playful scolding for her laziness, inter- 
spersed with some fragments of sound advice about not 
giving way to the luxury of woe ; but finally she was left 
to wander at will about the large, bright rooms of the 
summer-house, while good Aunt Schuyler — her own heart 
heavy enough — trudged forth as briskly as her embonpoint 
would permit, with a little basket containing some delica- 
cies for a sick nephew upon her arm. After she was 
gone, Franzje stood in the portico for a while, talking to 
the birds; and then went and had a long gaze at the 
picture of Esau in the dining-room ; and finally took her 
knitting, and sat down for a while near one of the win- 
dows in the drawing-room, gazing out from time to time 
towards the river, and the tree-fringed line of the high- 
road which ran along its bank. The white railings that 
skirted the little bit of private road leading from the 
front-door of the Flats were gleaming now in the sun- 
light, though not so distinctly as they had gleamed in the 
moonlight on that memorable night of which Franzje was 
thinking; but suddenly the broad belt of sunshine be- 
tween them was broken by a shadow, and a clatter of 
hoofs announced the approach of an equestrian. Franzje 
knew who it was even without looking, but almost in- 
voluntarily she started to her feet; and Mr. Vyvian 
caught the movement and the eager glance, and doffed his 
hat to her with gallant grace as he rode past the window. 
A flock of little negroes appeared as if by magic from 
some of the back regions directly he got to the door ; and 
confidin<]r hig horse to one of them, he desired another to 
conduct him at once to Mademoiselle Kyckman ; so that 
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instead of being ushered in with great state by old Peter, 
his entrance was announced by a comical little black boy, 
who, throwing wide the door, bawled out, "Fine big 
gentleman to see Mamselle ! " and then took to his heels 
precipitately, as if he feared the gentleman would demolish 
him. 

Certainly the expression on Russell Vyvian's face that 
afternoon was not of the pleasantest ; there was pride and 
pique in every curve of his handsome mouth ; and under- 
neath all the polish of his manner, as he exchanged 
greetings with Franzje, was an angry sense of injury, 
not allayed even by the unmistakeable interest and 
sympathy which he read in her transparent eyes. 

"I have had my answer from your father,*' he said, 
hastily, as he took the chair she offered him ; " the reason 
that I am here is, that I refuse to accept it as final — 
that I refuse to have my suit dismissed by anybody but 
yourself; though, of course, I conclude that you were 
purposely sent out of my way, or came out of it of your 
own accord." 

" I do not think there was any set purpose in my 
coming," said the voice, whijh soanded clearer and 
sweeter than ever from the contrast with his own sharp, 
agitated tones ; " I came with my father when he brought 
the news to Aunt Schuyler yesterday, and when she asked 
me to stay, he seemed to wish that I should." 

She did not specify what news, something kept her 
from uttering the Dominie's name any more to those un- 
sympathizing ears ; and besides, her instinct was rather to 
soothe than to augment by an unnecessary word her proud 
suitor's irritation. 

" And you have been very comfortable here, I suppose, 
and cared nothing about what has been going on in your 
absence 1 " he rejoined. 
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" Oh, if you did but know ! " she cried out, with 
sudden emotion, a little, sad quiver breaking the sweet 
repose of her lips. '' It has seemed so hard to stay here 
and be quiet while so much was being decided ; only I 
tried to think it was best, and that perhaps you would not 
even care to see me again." 

*' Then you mean to force me to accept your father's 
decision — you mean to cast me off? " he exclaimed, pas- 
siouately j " and you would have me think it all filial 
duty, I suppose, and not the miserable result of your long 
bondage to the Dominie, whose cowardly departure even 
has not sufficed to set you free." 

If he had meant to taunt her into relentiDg and com- 
pliance, he was not long in finding out his mistake ; 
the nature, so gratefully sensitive to the least touch of 
tenderness, was not to be moved by fierceness, was not 
even awed by it. There was brave determination in her 
voice as she replied, " I made up my mind last Sunday 
that I must do what was right, even if it led to giving you 
up, only it has taken me longer to see that it does lead to 
that. It is my shame and blame that I did not see it 
sooner, that I have misled you, Sir, and listened and been 
happy when I ought to have turned away, even at the 
risk of seeming ungrateful." 

The speech that had begun with such a stately ring in 
it, faltered into self-adcusing lowliness as she uttered this 
last sentence, and for an instant the flaxen head was 
bowed, so that he could not see her face. She had re- 
fused to be ashamed that night — that wonderful night, 
when love had stirred her soul, and seemed to her as inno- 
cent as it was sweet ; but now shame seized and covered 
her in the presence of the man whom she had allowed to 
love her, and whom she could never marry. 

He saw his advantage, and was not slow to use it. 
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Eifiing from his seat, and standing close beside Ler^ he 
said, earnestly, ** I will not reproach you now with the 
misleading ; Franzje, you admit that my love made yoa 
happy. Why not accept it once and for all, then, let who 
will say nay ? " 

He was looking down at her with a softened glance ; 
and as he stood there leaning against the wall in all his 
handsome grace and bravery, he was the very ideal of a 
lover, the very embodiment of a girl's romantic image of 
the wonderful hero who is some day to win her heart. 
Perhaps there was scarcely another maiden in Albany who 
would not have thought him irresistible; even to Franzje 
he might have seemed so but one short week before. 

She looked up at him, and the limpid loveliness of 
those guileless eyes had never struck him more forcibly 
than it did at that moment ; but there was no response in 
them such as he had hoped for — only a kind of humble, 
brave regret, a sort of yearning over the past, which yet 
to her was too utterly past ever to be revived again. 

"It would not make me happy now if it could all 
come back," she said ; " I thank you, and I beg of you 
to forgive me ; I seem to have done wrong to everybody 
— even to youP 

He was scarcely to blame for not fully understanding 
her. 

"I cannot comprehend what has changed you, Ma- 
demoiselle," he said, haughtily ; " your coldness and your 
penitence alike are a mystery to me. Is it possible that 
you were only deceiving me when you let me pour out my 
heart to you, and answered me in words which, few as 
they were, seemed to mean more than a hundred pro- 
testations from the lips of shallower women ? Can it be 
that you do not care for me at all % Or is it only that 
you have not courage to face your father's opposition, even 
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now when he has no longer the Dominie at his back, and 
mean to play the dutiful daughter, ^and console yourself 
with the calf-love of young Barentse when you have 
driven me beyond recall." 

He had poured out his words in an impetuous torrent, 
but she had heard and understood them every one ; and 
yet for an instant she did not speak, only looked up at 
him once more with that innocent, sad appeal. 

How could she make him see wherein her fault lay 1 
How could she tell him that there had been delusion, 
though not deception, that she had let herself love him 
under a mistake, believing, because she wished to believe 
it, that love and duty were not really at conflict, that in 
some magical way all that barred her from him would 
melt into air, and she be free to give herself to him with- 
out doing vnrong to others ? Nay : and how could she 
tell him too, that, with eyes opened by the shock of 
sorrow, she was beginning to see that what she had loved 
in him had not been so entirely his true self as what she 
had imagined him to be, that the soft glamour which her 
fancy had cast over him was being dispelled by the hard 
light of truth, and that in the last twenty-four hours she 
had learnt to understand in a measure why her father and 
the Dominie so urgently desired to sever her from him. 

So for that minute both were silent ; and he had leisure 
to watch the delicate colour come and go, and to note the 
fair, swan-like curve of the slender throat ; and to think 
that even now, in her changeableness and perversity, this 
was just the one most perfect woman that he ever had 
seen, or should see — the one whom nature had formed to 
shine as a star in whatever sphere she might be placed. 
Oh ! how often did he see her in his dreams afterwards, 
with that black ribbon cunningly twisted in her flaxen 
hair, with that thick, sombre dress falling round her in 

B 
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folds which no other Albanian girl could have made 
graceful, and only seeming to set off her pearl-like beauty, 
and enhance by contrast the vivid tints of her lips and 
eyes ! The loveliness which had first attracted him kept its 
hold upon him to the last^ all the more so because Franzje 
was at the moment utterly unconscious of her charms, 
and evidently had not sought to heighten them by the 
smallest adventitious aid. ^ot even the blue snood had 
been donned in expectation of his coming ; and yet he 
saw that she had expected him, and wondered to himself 
whether he would have had a chance of a more favour- 
able answer had he taken her quite unawares. He did 
not know what to say to move her, for he had lost the 
key to her mind ; all that lighter and more frivolous side 
of her, that gii;lish vanity and romance which he had 
known how to trade upon, seemed to have died out sud- 
denly, and left her sad and earnest and resolute, with 
nothing but her sweet, young beauty to bear witness to 
her girlhood. 

It was not really long, though it seemed so, before she 
answered him. 

''I have not meant to deceive you, Sir," she said 
sorrowfully ; '^ only so short a time ago as yesterday I was 
still trying to think that I might yield to your wishes and 
yet not do wrong ; but I cannot think so now ; and when 
we have seen the right we must follow it — there is no 
other way." 

She was as inexorable as Fate — this young girl, who had 
eeased to listen to the voices of passion and of pleasure, 
and to whom duty was becoming all in all ; but she was a 
woman still, with a woman's sensitive faithfulness towards 
what has been ; and there was a suppressed [fire in her 
voice as she went on, " I would not have you think. Sir, 
that it is through cowardice I say so, or that T shall many 
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any one else, even if my father presses it, wl^ch I do not 
believe he will. I may not have made you a good return 
for all that you have lavished on me, but you have shown 
me what love is, and I can never play at it now with any 
other person, nor forget what it has been to me in these 
last few weeks." 

She was not quite seventeen ; and before them both, as 
she spoke, rose up the long stretch of lonely years which 
might come to test her resolution. She looked down the 
vista undismayed, but he answered with scornful in- 
credulity, "You say so, Mademoiselle, and I have no 
doubt you mean it — at this moment ; but should our regi- 
ment pass through Albany again when the campaign is 
over, and should I then be still among my gallant com- 
rades, and not lying stark on some battle-field with a 
French bullet through my breast, I shall doubtless find 
you the wife of some comfortable Dutchman, who has 
enriched himself with the spoils of the poor Indians, and 
can wrap you in the furs he has cheated them out of, and 
make you the envy of all your companions by his store of 
four-posters and «rockery-ware. As for me, had I had 
your love to cheer me on, I might have carved out fame 
for myself with my good sword, and brought you those 
distinctions which some women covet more than wealth 
or ease ; but it is useless to speak of that now.'' 

It was a little too high-flown to be quite real, but she 
was too young to detect that ; he felt himself a sort of 
unappreciated hero as he uttered it, and spite of his in- 
justice towards h^, she could scarcely help thinking him 
60 too, and was touched — ^as he had meant she should be 
— by that picture of him lying dead on the battle-fleld, 
with a bullet through the heart which she had made 
desolate. There came into her face a tender pathos and 
pity, which yet was not relenting — a visible longing to 

R 2 
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soften to him somehow the rejection which she could not 
turn into acceptance. He went on, trying to work npon 
her feelings with a moving description of the angnish to 
which she was consigning him, and the loss of faith in all 
womankind — in all troth and troth — which her defection 
would bring about in his soul ; and once in her emotion 
she rose up and stretched out her hands towards him, but 
drew them back again just as he was about to seizse 
them and cover them with kisses. For a moment he 
almost fancied himself master of the situation ; but then 
again his want of that delicate chivalrous honour with 
which her imagination had invested him, led him astray. 
He committed the blunder of making a great point of 
what he called his honourable conduct in offering to 
marry her, and of her ingratitude in not appreciating this 
handsome treatment ; and then the innocent mind of the 
young Albanian, which had no experience of heartless 
flirtations, no knowledge of the then proverbial lightness 
of a soldier's love— which had never pictured to itself the 
possibility of a wooing of which marriage was not the 
object, revolted from him in utter surprise ; and a fresh 
feulf seemed opened between them just at the very instant 
when he was flattering himself that she might still be his 
once more. 

It was that intense conviction of his own wonderful 
goodness in running all risks of scorn and ridicule &om 
his brother officers, and lasting displeasure from his 
parents, by making her an offer of marriage, which made 
his rejection so peculiarly irritating to him. He had 
broken from M. Ryckman with bitter words of anger and 
insult, feeling as if his marvellous condescension had met 
with a most uDhandsome return, and never even perceiv- 
ing that after his open professions of love to rran2ge, the 
offer he had made was simply her due. That he would 
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never have made it, if his over-mastering love for her had 
not created a sort of necessity for binding her to him 
permanently by the one only tie which in her case was 
possible, was perhaps rather clearer to him ; but he did 
not think less of himself on that account. His love for 
Franzje was only a higher form of the selfishness which 
was innate in his character, he wanted her for his own 
happiness, and was content to think that hers must follow 
as a matter of course ; but still, it was a higher form — a 
something to lift him from the low level of ordinary self- 
indulgence in which he had previously been content to live 
— ^and it had raised his self-esteem and self-respect consider- 
ably. To find himself capable of so pure and unworldly an 
attachment had been a sort of agreeable surprise to the 
bloie man of pleasure ; and there seemed to hiTn a kind of 
unfairness in its not meeting with a happy result When 
Franzje, amazed at his last argument, drew back from him 
in all the majesty of maidenly pride, he reassumed the 
injured air which he had worn when he first entered the 
room, and dropped the ardent persuasive tone which had 
tried her courage so sorely. It is perhaps in the great 
eventful moments of life that ignoble natures reveal them- 
.selves the most clearly, and at the same time the most 
unconsciously. All unknown to himself, he was destroy- 
ing by each fresh word that fair ideal of him which had 
filled Franzje's mind, and made her blind to his faults 
and deaf to the accusations brought against him. £ut yet 
his reproaches went to her heart in a manner, for she had 
wronged him, though all unwittingly. Each answering 
look, each answering smile that she had ever given him, 
seemed to her now an irretrievable wrong ; and it might 
all have been spared had she been loyal to the Dominie, 
had she but kept in the strict safe way of entire 
obedience ! 
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She stood before him humble and self-accusing, and yet 
wrapped round with a sort of steadfast dignity and pur- 
pose which made him feel at last that words were useless 
— that nothing was left for him but to go. 

There was something a little melodramatic in the tone 
in which he began his farewell, something in his gaze the 
while from which she almost shrank ; but the sound of 
his horse's hoofs on the gravel, and the sudden apparition 
outside the window of the round black face of the boy 
whom he had set to hold it, made him all at once natural 
again, and brought back his self-restraint. 

^ It is hard to have a spy upon our last moments to- 
gether," he said ; " but there is nothing left for me to 
say. Adieu, Mademoiselle ; if we- should meet when you 
return to the cfty, we shall meet, I suppose, as the merest 
acquaintances. I wish you a happier fate than wearing 
out your heart in waiting for the Dominie's return, or 
settling down into the wife of a stripling who is not fit 
to black your shoes. Have you no good wish for me^ 
whom you are sending from you 1 " 

What she said was so low that he could hardly hear 
it ; he thought it was " Oh ! you know that I have ! " 
But for the last time the star-like eyes spoke to him in 
that deep language which needs no audible words. It was 
not love, nor longing, nor regret, nor anything that could 
have lured him to a hopeless allegiance ; it was thanks 
for all he had been to her ; forgiveness, blessing — a message 
straight from her pure heart to all that was left of pure 
and good in the heart of the man whom she had loved. 

She stood where he had left her till he was mounted 
and gone ; and when the brilliant soldierly figure faded 
away in the distance, she felt that the little brief romance 
had faded out of her life, and left rather a dreary blank in 
place of the old happy contentedness. Her thoughts flew 
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back to the time before the regiment came into the town ; 
how light-hearted she had been then, and with what glad 
expectation she had looked forward to the future I No- 
thing could eyer bring that time back again ; even if the 
regiment were to go, and the Dominie to return, it could 
neyer all be as it had been before ; people had changed as 
well as circumstances — she herself among the number; 
and even going back to the old ways would not bring 
back the old feelings and the old calmness of heart. And 
yet she could not bring herself to wish that the last 
few months could be blotted out ; they had brought 
her much that was still precious, though mingled with 
bitterness, and she could not have borne to part with it, 
only she would have liked to live them through again, in 
a wiser, nobler way. 

She did not quite know how long it was before Madame 
Schuyler came in, nor what there was in her own face to 
tell of the struggle she had passed through ; but when 
the good lady kissed her tenderly, saying, "My dear 
little maid, has it gone as deep as that 1 " she did feel it a 
relief to lay down her head on that broad, kindly bosom 
and shed a few quiet tears. 

"I wish it had all been different," sobbed the girl, 
" and that I had never wounded, or vexed, or misled any- 
one. But, Aunt Schuyler, I did not know j I did not 
see it all as I do now ! " 

Madame had heard of Mr. Vyvian's visit from one of 
the chattering little negro lads as she came up the steps ; 
and directly she saw Franzje, her quick intuition told her 
what the purport of that visit had been, and how it had 
ended. " My child," she said, kindly, " I don't wonder 
you were dazzled by him at first ; this old head of mine 
even was pretty nearly turned by him, and I encouraged 
when I should have checked. Your parents were wiser. 
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and so was the Dominie^ though he did not go the best 
way to work. He used almost to put me out of patience 
with his prejudices, so no wonder young ears like yours did 
not always give heed to his warnings. I never believed a 
word against Mr. Vyvian till the Colonel — not his Colonel, 
but mine, my Philip — told me one or two things on the 
night of our sleighing-party, which he had heard ham 
M. Banker himself; and then it went to my heart to 
think that this was the man that my poor little Franzje 
was ready to take for a husband. The Colonel comforted 
me by sayiog he would never ask you ; but I could not 
think so badly of him as all that" 

Franzje raised her tear-wet face a little proudly, a Httle 
indignantly, to rebut the Colonel's insinuation. 

" He spoke to my father this morning," said she, with 
the old innocent confidence in her tone, as if it would have 
been quite impossible for him to act otherwise ; and then 
suddenly came over her a burning remembrance of the im- 
mense merit which he had ascribed to himself for doing 
so, and once more she bent down her head to hide the 
blushes which scorched her cheeks. 

But then again her mingled loyalty towards him and 
the Dominie made her say a word for each, though speak- 
ing was an effort. "He could never have slighted or 
wronged me, he has always been so good to me; he is 
much better than the Dominie thinks ; but still I ought 
to have heeded the Dominie's warnings for his sake even 
more than for my own, for now I have wronged him, as 
well as helped to drive our Dominie away. I am very 
young to have done so much harm, and harm that can 
never be undone 1 Aunt Schuyler, please let me go home. 
I will try to do all I can for Father and Mother, and never 
grieve th^m any more. It is all that is left for me to 
do." 
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Tender-hearted Aunt Schuyler kissed her again, and 
did not grudge her the relief of a few more tears, 
hut presently said in a cheerful tone, *^ You must have 
courage, my child ; God has plenty of work for you to 
do yet. He would not have dashed down your poor little 
castle of happiness if He had not something hetter in 
store for you some day." 

And then she lifted the sad face hetween her hands 
and gazed at it fondly for a moment, reading on tho 
calm wide brow and in the great spiritual eyes so sure a 
prophecy of a nobler holier fate than the one the young 
heart in its ignorance had desired, that she wondered how 
she could, even for a moment, have tolerated the idea of 
seeing Franzje the wife of that careless pleasure-loving 
soldier. 

Franzje continued urgent in her desire of going home ; 
and Madame, who fully understood the feeling whicli 
prompted it, and did not construe it into any want of 
gratitude for the kindness shown her at the Flats, half 
promised to let her go the next day; but when the 
Colonel returned, he told them that he had seen M. 
Eyckman, and agreed with him to keep Franzje till the 
Friday morning ; and so the girl, in her new anxiety to 
be wholly dutiful, was fain to be content to leave the 
matter as her father had settled it. 

*^He still thinks, perhaps, that I should want to go to 
the theatricals," she said to herself, humbly and with shame; 
" but if I might have gone home he would have seen that 
I did not; and I might have helped to keep Evert away." 

It 80 happened that the Colonel had promised to be in 
Albany very early on Friday, to confer with the elders 
and some of the leading inhabitants of the place on what 
was to be done with regard to services during the 
Dominie's absence; and the quaint high carriage was 
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brought round the first thing after breakfast, and Franzje 
was hurried away from her last clinging embrace in the 
very midst of her whispered thanks for Aunt Schuyler's 
tender goodness, and bidden with kindly authority to 
*^ Jump up at once, and not let Elder Jansen be put out 
by having to wait." 

She had not very much to say to her good old friend 
as they drove along together, and could not keep her eyes 
from straying out over the river, so changed already from 
the clear frozen mass which it had been on the day of the 
sleighing-party ; but she listened to his description of the 
breaking up of the ice — ^which had been used to form one 
of her annual excitements, but which had passed almost 
unheeded in the course of this agitating week — and 
showed sufficient InterHst to please and satisfy him. 

They were just drawing near to the town, when the 
notes of a military march struck upon their ears, and a 
small advanced guard of soldiers came hurrying by ; and 
when they entered the street, the band of Colonel 
Trelawny's regiment came in sight, followed by what 
appeared to be the whole body of soldiers. 

The natural supposition was that they were coming out 
for exercise ; and as there was no room to pass, Colonel 
Schuyler drew up at the side of the road, just under the 
windows of M. Gerritse's house, not ill-pleased to have 
the chance of this little military spectacle, except that 
he would fain have spared Franzje the meeting with Mr. 
Vyvian. But in another minute loud voices from within 
drew their eyes up to the windows ; and then, by the 
anxious eager faces that they saw there, as well as by the 
excited crowd that began to gather in the street, they 
guessed that something had happened, and that this was 
by no means a mere ordinary marching out. 

At one of the middle windows were Cornelia and 
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Engeltje Banker, with their mother standing beside them ; 
and to Franzje's amazement, it was little shy Engelt who 
on seeing her leaned forward and called out, '^ Franz, 
Franz! they are going away! they are going to the war!*' 

Even amid the clang of the music, the shrill sweet 
tones reached Franzje's ears, and made her look towards 
the speaker. Engelt was all in her fairest apparel, her 
dimpled cheeks flushed with a bright crimson, her soft 
eyes gleaming with excitement ; and strange to say, she 
had placed herself in the most prominent position, while 
the usually more forward Cornelia gloomed from behind 
her with an air of unmistakeable dudgeon. 

As Colonel Trelawny rode by at the head of his men, 
there was a sudden scream from one of the upper windows, 
and the momentary apparition of a tear-swollen face, with 
dishevelled hair hanging about it, which Franzje with 
difficulty recognised as Anna Gerritse's. The sight of it 
gave her a pang; but in another minute her gaze returned 
to Engeltje's proud, flushed, love-lighted face. What 
could have happened to the little thing, so to transform 
her all at once ? 

The mystery was solved, when presently, in the rear of 
the last company, the handsome adjutant rode by. His 
glance lighted for one instant on Franzje sitting there 
motionless in the carriage, with wide absorbed eyes, and 
almost marble-like beauty — so pale had she become at his 
approach — and then it went upi defiantly, ostentatiously, 
to the little radiant face that was watching him from 
above ; and all his dofiings of the hat, and wavings of 
the hand, and lover-like looks, were for Engelt — ^Engeltje ! 
who to all appearance had never been to him anything 
till now but a pretty simple child, to whom he liked to 
drop a kind word occasionally. Franzje could not choose 
but see; but after the slight bow with which she had 
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acknowledged his hasty glanosy she never looked at him 
again, and neither spoke nor stirred; her cheek grew 
perhaps a shade whiter, that was alL 

This was th« man on whom she had been ready to 
waste her whole heart and life, for whose sake she had 
angered the one Mend whose esteem she prized most 
of all. 

As for good old Colonel Schayler, he by no means took 
the matter so calmly ; he would have liked to knock the 
sentimental dandy off his horse, and box little Engeltje's 
ears, and could scarcely keep his mutterings to himself, 
or refrain from brandishing his driving-whip in the young 
officer's saucy face. But yet, what right had he to say or 
do anything, since Franzje herself had dismissed her 
quondam lover — as he knew from his good wife's confi- 
dences — who was now of course free to make love to 
any other woman as quickly as his shallow feelings would 
allow 1 

A minute more, and even the adjutant had gone by, 
glancing back still over his shoulder at Engelt^ whose 
exulting radiance was fast melting into tears. Then 
came the rear-guard; and then Colonel Schuyler was 
about to drive on, when out came Cornelia Banker from 
the house and stopped him. 

"0 Franzje!" she said, eagerly addressing his com- 
panion, '^Anna is fainting, and she has been crying out 
for you ; do come in, if it is only for a moment I we don't 
know what to do with her, and Madame Gerritse does 
nothing but scold." 

The Colonel was unwilling to leave his charge, thinking 
she had been tried enough already ; but Franzje had not 
the heart to refuse the petition. 

" She wants Colonel Trelawny to come back and marry 
her," went on Cornelia, as she drew her friend up the 
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stairs ; " but I do not believe that he will. Thank good- 
ness, / have had nothing to do with these nonsensical 
officers, beyond making game of Mr. Gardiner now and 
then. Did you see that silly Engelt ? Mr. Vyvian went 
on to her in such a way last night at the dance after the 
theatricals; and then in the middle came the order to 
march, and the gaiety was all broken up. Then Engelt 
cried, and he kissed her, and called her all the sweet names 
yoa can think of. ' I neyer saw such foolishness — when 
we all know it was you he really cared about." 

" He does not now," said Franzje faintly ; but Cornelia 
answered with easy disdain, " Oh, nonsense ! Didn't I 
guess it was to the Flats he went when he galloped off in 
such a hurry on Wednesday ; and didn't he come back fit 
to kill himself with spite and ill-temper ? Of course, all 
t^ is with Engeltjje is mere mockery and bravado ; I tell 
her so, bnt she won't listen to me." 

It was partly a vain jealous girl's way of pooh-poohing 
the love aSain of a younger sister ; but still there was 
sense and truth in it — more truth than Franzje's wounded 
spirit would quite allow itself to admit. 

Scarcely off with the old love before he was on with 
the new ! Ah I it was not only that hands were severed j 
poor little Franzje's pretix chevalier was falling, falling, 
falling from his throne in her heart. 



CHAPTER XVL 

" Here, Arij, stand out of the way, or I'll shoot you ! — 
Dirk, you run up to my room, and fetch the powder-flask 
thpt you'll see there — Albert, you be off and find Jan ; 
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I've heaps of things to say to him. — Eollian, how can 
you stand there gossiping with Franijey when you have 
all yonr preparations to see to ? " 

It was thus that Evert poured forth commands and re> 
monstrances, as he sat on his fayourite perch in the 
window-seat, smoking a pipe for almost the first time in 
his life, and cleaning his gun, while three admiring and 
envious little brothers hovered about him, and Killian 
stood somewhat apart, with his elbow on the mantel- 
piece, talking to Fram^e, who was busy knitting a new 
heel to one of the young gentleman's stockings. 

Dirk and Albert started off at once to obey his behests ; 
but Killian never even so much as turned his face in the 
direction of the speaker. He was absorbed in watching 
Fran^'e's flying fingers, and seemed to find the click of 
her knitting needles very pleasant music, judging by the 
contented expression on his dark brown visage. 

*' So you think I managed it well 9 " he said, in the 
]ow tone which was only meant for her ears. 

" Oh 1 so well ! " she answered, looking up at him 
with a beaming gaze of gratitude. '^ I should not have 
been so unhappy at the Flats if I had known that you 
would see to Evert. That was one of the things that 
weighed upon me." 

" Could I have helped in the other things?" There 
was somewhat of eager longing in the tone, but not 
enough of hope to make the response seem very crushing 
when she said sadly, " No, thank you ; no one could." 

She went on knitting in silence after this; and for 
some minutes Killian seemed satisfied to be silent also. 
He was something of an Indian in taciturnity, as well 
as in bearing and complexion ; and as she was looking 
at her work, and not at him, she did not see the 
dumb faithful yearning in his dark eyes, which told 



how mncli he wanted to comfort her, if he had only 
known how. 

" I never did see anything like you two ! " burst forth 
Evert again ; " haven't you muttered together long 
enough 1 Franz does go on working— I will say that for 
her ; and well she may, with all my things to get ready 
before six to-morrow ; but as for you, Earentse, you are 
simply wasting time. 1 tell you what it is— if I am 
ready, and the canoe is ready, and you are not, I shall 
start without you. See if I don't I " 

It was said with a gay good-humoured laugh, that 
made it sound a great deal more jocular than threatening, 
but still it was a tolerably saucy speech, from a young 
gentleman who but for Killian's kindness would have 
had no chance of starting at all ; and his sister looked 
round at him with wondering reproof, while Killian 
merely retorted, smiling, "You impudent fellow ! " 

The merry lad who was whistling and singing and 
flinging out pert speeches this bright April afternoon, had 
come to Killian's window at the dead of night but a few 
days before, in such a state of despair and wrath and 
misery, as would have moved any one's compassion. Dis- 
pleasure at the boy's audacity in announcing that he 
meant to go to the play in defiance of all commands to 
the contrary, joined to disgust at finding that he had been 
one of the ringleaders in the insult offered to the Dominie, 
had worked up his usually indulgent father to such a 
pitch of indignation, as to lead to measures of quite ex- 
traordinary severity. Madame Eyckman's motherly en- 
treaties had averted the threatened cudgelling ; but when 
Evert got up on the Wednesday morning, he had found 
him&elf a prisoner in his room, and had been informed 
that he was to remain so till arrangements could be made 
for sending him to his uncle at New York. To prevent 
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his escaping from the Tfindow his clothes had been re^ 
moved ; but he had managed to disinter a quaint linsey- 
wolsey suit of his grandfather's, that happened to be in a 
press behind his bed, and favoured by darkness, had 
effected his escape in this marvellous apparel, though the 
clumsy padded breeches and cumbrous shoes with copper 
buckles had rather impeded the agility of his movements. 
His notion had been to get Eillian to hide him till the 
following night, and lend him some garments in which to 
appear at the play, and after indulging in this piece of 
undutiful enjoyment, he had meant to make off to the 
woods, and lead a sort of savage existence till his father's 
anger had blown over ; but he had not come to the right 
person to aid him in such a project as this. Killian had 
soothed and reasoned, sympathised and scolded, by turns ; 
and though at first Evert had only raged, and IameL.iied 
that he had not gone to Dirk Wessel's instead — to whom 
he infallibly would have gone had he not happened to 
have quarrelled with him the day before — he had gra. 
dually been brought to his better senses, and finally had 
consented to relinquish the playgoing, on condition that 
Killian would use his influence with M. Eyckman to pre- 
vent the fulfilment of that hated plan for consigning him 
to the drudgery of a merchant's office. Young Barentse, 
in his faithful love for Franzje, was nothing loth to do a 
good turn for France's brother; and finding that the 
father had set his face against '^ having the boy hanging 
about idle any more," had offered to take him as a com- 
panion in the trading voyage among the Indians, upon 
which he was just going to set forth. To this, after a 
good deal of hesitation, M. Eyckman had consented ; and 
so now, instead of being on his way to New York, Evert 
was getting ready for an expedition which was exactly 
after his own heart, since it promised a goodly share of 
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adventure, and gave him some of the privileges of a man 
before his time. 

** I wish the war had not begun again,*' sighed Franzje, 
as she finished off one stocking with a grand flourish of 
her knitting-pins, and began upon another ; *' if that foolish 
boy were really going by himself, we should not have 
a moment's peace about 'him. It is the greatest compli- 
ment that Mother could pay you, Killian, to trust him 
to you." 

" Not the greatest" said Killian under his breath ; 
" that would be to trust some one else to me." 

She would not pretend to misunderstand him ; but she 
turned her face away with a sort of sad impatience, that 
showed him he was getting on dangerous ground. 

" I did not mean to vex you, Franzje," he pleaded ; " I 
will promise you to say nothing till I come back from my 
voyage." 

"I wish you would promise me never to say anything! " 
she answered in a voice of suppressed earnestness. 

He looked at her, and half opened his lips to speak, 
and then looked again, and with a sort of inward fire 
flushing his tawny cheek, replied, "I cannot promise 
that ; I will wait, I will bide my time ; but it is hard to 
have nothing before me in the future, nothing to work 
for." 

" Oh ! if you could but be what the Dominie hoped 
and wished ! " she said, suddenly lighting up into eager 
animation. " I shall never forget how he talked of it one 
day in the little chestnut grove near the Wendels*. It 
would make me so glad to feel that one of us had not 
disappointed him, that one of us was faithful to the voca- 
tion he had marked out for us." 

" I know what you mean," said Killian meditatively ; 
" you want me to be a missionary to the Indians some 

a 
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day ; but even if I did set that beft)re me, I do not see 
that one hope need destroy the other." 

" I think it would," she answered with grave gentle- 
ness j *' the Dominie said a true missionary must be con- 
tent to have * the Lord for his inheritance,' and forego 
many things which fall to the lot of other men." 

" Other men are welcome to everything else that I have 
cared about, but not to yaw," said Killian, with something 
of boyish sulkiness and defiance. 

And she smiled at him as from some far-off height, as 
she made answer, in the soothing tone she would have 
used to Arij, " Killian ! you need not be afraid ; I shall 
be proud to be your friend always, and I shall never be 
more than that to anyone now." 

" How can you tell, when you are so young ? " he said, 
looking at her with puzzled eyes, as if she were getting 
beyond his comprehension. 

For one instant there came a mist of tears between her 
and her work ; she felt that it was possible to have one's 
story out while that of others was but beginning. In another 
minute she had raised her head brightly, and answered 
with brave gaiety, " I am going to be like my great-aunt ; 
she was the one single woman of Albany in those days, 
when it seemed just as much the fashion for everybody to 
marry as it is now. She brought my father and his 
brothers up, you know, when Grandmother died, and 
made it her boast that no one ever set a stitch in their 
clothes but herself. I believe that she made Grand- 
father's too." 

" Not knowinj^ that they would one day assist a young 
rascal of a grandson in making his escape from his father's 
house," said Killian, turning to Evert with a laugh, his 
jealous fears about Mr. Vyvian somewhat relieved by 
Franzje's determined assertion of her intended spinsterhood. 



"What's that you're saying I" rejoiaed Evert; "do 
come and look at this gun. I wish Father would have 
given me a new one. I should like to have a good bang 
at the French if we meet them. " 

" We sha'n't," said Killian, mindful of Fr«uizje*s anxie- 
ties. " I am not going to take you intcf danger, young 
man. Our friends, the Mohawk scouts, will get us news 
of the enemy, and we shall be able to steer our canoe out 
of harm's way." 

** Do you think much will be done in this campaign] " 
asked Franzje, and an jndescri!bable something in her tone 
made him feel that she was not asking altogether for his 
sake, nor for Everts either. 

" I don't know," he answered, rather gloomily ; " they 
talk of making a fresh attack on Crown Point, you know ; 
and Messerv^ has been required to raise another New 
Hampshire regiment; and Colonel Waldron and Peter 
Oilman " — ^the two Commissaries who resided at Albany 
— *• are just sending off a grand supply of stores. If it 
were not for. Evert, I think 1 should throw up my voyage, 
and get employed in the Commissariat, or else go and 
enlist." 

It did not look much like being a missionary; but 
Franzje saw that it was pique which made him speak 
thus ; and Evert burst out, " Don't talk as if / kept you 
from the war ; I should be only too glad to go to it my- 
self if Father would but let me. You should have heard 
me describing what a battle is like to Engeltje yesterday. 
Didn't I make it a fine picture of horrors ! and didn't I 
enjoy seeing her eyes start out of her head with fright ! " 

** It was very cruel of you," remonstrated Franzje. 

" Not a bit. You don't pity her, do you, Killian ? If 
you had seen her run crying to Franzje for comfort, as I 
did, you would have been as angry as I was. Making 

s 2 
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eyes at Franzje's lover, indeed ! and crying after him as 
if lie were hers ! " 

It waa not the custom to treat lo>'e-affair8 as mysteries 
in Albany, and Franzje had no great reason to be surprised 
at her young brother's discernment ; but a blush mounted 
to her very forehead, as rising and gathering up her work 
she said, hastily, ** Evert, the thought of your trip with 
Killian has sent you quite off your balance. I will not 
stay to hear little Engelt mocked at. I shall go and help 
Mother make the pies for your supper." 

" You will come and see us off tomorrow, won't you ? " 
said Killian, hurrying to opwi the door for her with a 
courtesy which he had learnt from Mr. Vyvian. 

" Yes, I suppose that saucy Evert will have us all out 
to see the last of him," she said. 

She knew that was not the sort of answer the youth 
longed for, and even his Indian immobility could not hide 
from her the signs of his mortification ; but she said no 
more except " Good-bye for to-day," in a cordial tone, and 
as she had both her hands full, she could not even shake 
hands with him. 

She was bound for the kitchen ; but somehow or other 
she went to it by way of her own room, and tarried there 
for a minute, with quivering face and heaving breast, 
thinking sad thoughts, which she was far too brave to 
utter in human hearing. They were not all about Killian, 
by any means ; biit at the end she said to herself, with 
a sort of wistful regret, "I should like to have been 
kinder ; he is so kind to me, poor boy I but I must never 
deceive anyone again, nor let anyone love me, if I can 
help it." 

She did not see Killian any more till the next morn- 
ing, when, after an early breakfast, the whole family and 
household, with the exception of Uncle Jan, turned out 
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to witness Evert's departure, and wish both the youths 
good luck in their voyage. One or two other young men 
were going to start at the same time, so the river bank 
was crowded with friends and well-wishers, some of them 
cheery and hopeful, predicting a skfe and happy return, 
others — among whom was Madame Eyckman — anxious 
and tearful, with scarcely courage to do more than pray 
that their fears might -not be verified. There was really 
good grounds for their anxiety, for in steering towards 
the Canadian frontier, there was no saying- -with what 
dangers the young voyagers might not meet ; and though 
they had promised to avoid the track of war, and to seek 
only the haunts of friendly Indians,* the perils of the way 
were sufficient at the best of times to make the hearts of 
mothers and sisters tremble. The little bark canoes looked 
almost too frail for their load of blankets, guns, powder, 
beads, &c. ; and amid all this store of goods for exchange, 
there seemed but little room for any provision for the 
comfort of the traders. A small stock of .dried meat and 
Indian corn meal, and a keg of spirits, was all that they 
had with them in the way of food ; and for further sup- 
plies they were to depend entirely on their own skill with 
gun and rod, alid the hospitality of the Indians. 

'Nevertheless, they all wore a most happy, satisfied ex- 
pression, except one lad of eighteen, who was already 
married, and who«evidently found it hard to tear himself 
away from the clinging embrace of his child wife, though 
his parents — who had accepted the fact of his imprudent 
marriage with the easy good-nature characteristic of Albany 
— were comforting him with assurances that they would 
take care of her, and counselling him to be sharp in his 
bargains with the Indians, and bring back enough furs 
to win the means of furnishing a house for her on his 
return. 
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" I hope ,/ shall get enough to buy a schooner," said 
Evert, in his gay, sanguine tones, ** and then I shall go 
sailing up and down the river all summer, and be as happy 
asaking!"il 

In the slight, half-Indian garb usually worn by the 
traders, his fine muscular figure showed to great advan- 
tage, and already his blooming, boyish beauty seemed to 
be getting a touch of manliness; but his speech was 
childish enough to make his father answer drily, " If you 
Jiave earned the price of one by the time you are tw6- 
and -twenty you may think yourself lucky. You will be 
more trouble than profit to Killian this voyage ; and so, 
long as you bring home your own skin safe and sound, 
we won't ask how many moose-skins you have got to your 
share." 

" Monsieur Evert going to be Monsieur Killian's black 
boy!" grinned Jettje, with friendly jocularity; and in 
truth. Evert was going to fill that place in his friend's 
canoe which in the others was occupied by the slave of 
the owner ; but though a general laugh greeted the old 
negress's sally, Evert was not in the least disconcerted. 

" I think I am the blackest of the two, Jettje," said 
Killian, who in his new apparel was scarcely distinguish- 
able from one of the aborigines, except that there was 
more olive than red ochre in the tints of his complexion, 
and more sensitiveness than stolidity in the expression of 
his mouth ; and then drawing n^ar to Franzje, he said in 
a low voice, " I know you will bid me God-speed when I 
tell you that I have remembered the Dominie's horror of 
our tempting the Indians with * fire-water.' I have no 
spirits among my cargo, except a small stock of it for . 
Evert's and my own consumption when we have to cross 
swamps or sleep on damp moss. If I cannot be a teacher 
of good things, at least I won't tempt to evil" 
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Her eyes thanked and praised him, though she only 
said, " Have they got it in the other canoes 1 " 

" Yes ; and Jansen Bleeker says that it is madness to 
attempt to trade without it, but I am content to take my 
chance. Did you know that he came back from New 
York last night ? He has sold his furs well, and talks of 
marrying Cornelia at once. It is just as well he did not 
arrive before Mr. Gardiner departed.*' 

"I am sure she cares most for Jansen really ; she has 
known him all her life," said Franzje, unthinking of the 
inference which might be drawn from the words. 

" Does that ensure love 1 " returned Killiau, with some- 
thing wistful, almost reproachful, in his beautiful, melan- 
choly glance. " Look, Franzje," he added, without waiting 
for a reply, " Marte has his bride,; and Dirk and Asa have 
each their sweetheart ; see how different it makes their 
setting-out from mine." 

She looked as he bade her, and a little, bright blush 
rose to her face as she marked the demonstrative public 
.farewells of the two betrothed maidens. Killian, as he 
stood there brave and solitary, without father or mother, 
without a single creature belonging to him to bid him 
good-bye, except a confidential slave of his old grand- 
father's, who was taking care of the canoe while he made 
his adieux on the shore, did seem to deserve a happier 
fate than to be sent forth without an encouraging word, 
with nothing to keep his heart warm amid dangers and 
difficulties but his own hopeless, unrequited love. And 
yet, what could she say to him ? She did love him after 
a certain sort, but not in the way he wished, and it seemed 
to be her fate to wound the very people for whom she 
cared the most. 

She put out her hand to him, and her face was kind, 
sorrowful, almost tender, as she said, "Killian, I am so 
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sorry ; if you would only not have cared for me ! I do 
thank you with all my heart for your goodness to Evert, 
and I do pray God to hring you safely back. If the 
Dominie should come back before you do, I will tell him 
how you remembered his teaching, and I am sure he will 
say that you have God's blessiug as well as his." 

It was sweetly and nobly spoken, and it was something 
to feel that trembling hand within his clasp, and to see a 
tear glisten in the soft azure of those matchless eyes ; but 
when she turned from him to Evert, and he saw the loving 
kisses that rained down upon the boy, who would scarcely 
so much as tarry to receive them, he might be pardoned 
for knitting his black brows with a sudden, bitter pang 
of envy, and striding away to his boat without remember- 
ing to bid good-bye to his staunchest ally, kind Madame 
Ryckman. 

Another minute, and even the three happy lovers were 
oif also, and away sped the four frail barks over the bright 
waters of the Hudson, shaping their course northwards, 
towards the waterfall which would prove the first diffi- 
culty in their arduous journey, but which, like most well- 
known dangers, scarcely troubled anybody in comparison 
with the undefined prospect of howling wolves, unhealthy 
swamps, trackless forests, poisonous rattlesnakes, unfriendly 
Indians, encounters with French traders, and various other 
by no means impossible perils which loomed before the 
imagination of mothers and sisters and sweethearts. 
Fathers and brothers for the most part pooh-poohed 
the mention of danger; not that they could deny its 
existence, but because it was so completely a matter of 
course that an Albanian youth should encounter it in the 
pursuit of gain, as a preparation for that settlement in 
life to which they all naturally looked, that they could 
scarcely understand why their womenkind should make a 
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fresh grievance of it from year to year. Had not those 
comfortable storekeepers, or masters of trading vessels, all 
done as much in their time ? and had not they come back 
safe again and again from their summer expeditions, and 
sold their spoils prosperously in New York each winter, 
and married and settled, and surrounded themselves with 
"four-posters and crockery- ware " — to use Mr. Vyviau's 
contemptuous words — and would not the five young ad- 
venturers of this morning be able to do the same, if only 
they had the good sense to keep out of the way of the 
French army, and resist the temptation of enlisting in 
the Anglo-American corps ] 

At tea that evening, Madame Kyckman let her tears 
run down over the huge delf tea-pot, ornamented like the 
one in Knickerbocker's History, with "paintings of fat 
little Dutch shepherds and shepherdesses, tending pigs, 
with boats sailing in the air, and houses built in the 
clouds, and sundry other ingenious Dutch fantasies," and 
informed Franzje that that had been her husband's first 
gift to her, and that she hoped Evert would some day 
present his bride with just such another, ** If he should 
live to come back, and grow up, and marry, poor fellow I " 

" I don't think he has a fancy for anyone as yet, and 
there is not a girl in the Company that is really good 
enough for him," went on the warm-hearted mother, with 
true motherly partiality. "I have thought at times that 
Engeltje Banker would make a good wife for him some 
day — and though she is a little older than he, a baby face 
like hers is sure to look young always — but now she can 
think of nothing but that worthless Englishman.''' 

"That will pass," said M.. Eyckman tranquilly; "she 
will find out sooner or later that it was only fooling, an(^ 
then she will be glad to take up with an honest lad like 
our Evert." 
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Franzje had listened with parted lips, and a bright spot 
on either cheek; when her fjither had ceased speaking, 
and the children had run away to play, she said earnestly, 
" It may not have been only fooling. I do not think Mr. 
Yyvian has given us any reason to distrust his honour- 
able intentions." 

Decided as Franzje was by nature, and ready to think 
for herself, it was so seldom that she advanced an indepen- 
dent opinion, that her parents looked at her in surprise. 

" Then you think, my maid, that a man may be ready 
to marry one lass on Wednesday, and another on Thurs- 
day,'' said her father in his slow, deliberate tones. " It 
isn't the way with us Dutchmen, but it may be with your 
fine, town-bred Englishmen. I don't pretend to under- 
stand them." 

Franzje winced under this plain setting forth of the 
case ; but not the less did she answer bravely, " I would 
rather think that he could change, than that he could play 
with Engelt and deceive her. Don't let us judge. Father ; 
let us wait and see. — And, Mother, please let me have 
Engelt here sometimes, for Keetje mocks at her, and the 
child can hardly bear it." 

A short while before, the parents would have laughed 
to hear their little Franz talking of a young companion 
with that air of tender, unconscious patronage ; but some- 
how, in the last week they had learned to feel that she 
was a woman now, and to begin to treat her as such ; so 
her father answered readily, "Ay, my maid, she shall 
come when she likes, and neither Mother nor I will taunt 
her, I promise you ; but Keetje will be too busy with her 
own love-affairs now to think much about Engelt's. 
Jansen Bleeker has turned out as broad-shouldered, manly 
a fellow as you could desire to see. I wish that poor lass 
Anna Gerritse had such another sweetheart to come 
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and'clieer her up. They do say her father curses the day 
that ever the regiment came into the town." 

** Well he may," said Madame Ryckman, pursing up 
her 'lips, and shaking her head with an air of mystery. 
" I hope we shall have no more soldiers quartered here 
but the Royal Americans. The mayor says we shall have 
plenty of regiments marching through before the war is 
done, but that if the rendezvous continues to be at 
Number four, they will none of them stop here above a 
night. How I wish we could let our Dominie know that ! 
If he could but have foreseen how quickly we were to get 
rid of Colonel Trelawny and his crew, perhaps he would 
never have gone away." 

" I don't know but he did the wisest thing, though," 
said M. Rjckman, turning away from the table, and 
puffing at his pipe. " People are beginning to find out 
what he .was worth to them, now that they have lost 
Lim. It's surprising to see how the tide has turned 
already. Scarce a soul has a good word for the officers 
now, nor a bad one for the Dominie. Please God he may 
come back soon ! " 

Franzje could not help thinking the general feeling 
against the officers rather ungenerous, considering how 
much some of the townspeople had made of them when 
they were on the spot ; but she echoed her father's con- 
cluding wish from the very depths of her heart. There 
was a strange flatness and vacuity about her life, now that 
the Dominie and Mr Vyvian, and even Killian, were all 
gone awdy; and Evert's absence took much from the 
brightness of her home-party, for his saucy gaiety and 
enterprise had been wont to enliven them all. Jan was a 
dull, quiet, plodding boy, with whom she had scarcely a 
thought in common, and she had no girl friend to whom 
she could turn for sympathy, for her quondam ally, Cor- 
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nelia, had shown herself too giddy and hoydenish during 
the sojourn of the regiment in the town to be quite after 
her own heart any longer, and was moreover absorbed in 
the interest of her approaching marriage -with young 
Bleeker. Engeltje was loving and gentle as ever, and 
humbly grateful to Franzje for not treating her as an ob- 
noxious rival; but to listen to her innocent raptures 
about Mr. Vyvian, and her apologies for having dared to 
care for hina, was not very congenial work, and of course 
no word of wounded love or wonder at his changeableness 
could be brealhed to her. So Ffanzje took refuge in 
silence ; and while performing with careful minuteness hfer 
duties as daughter of the house, and being more regular 
than ever in hor visits to the sick and suffering, especially 
to the Dominie's favourite, old Vrow Dorckman, who was 
still lingering in patient misery, she grew to be much 
fonder than before of spending all her leisure by herself, 
or in the silent company of her Uncle Jan. Sometimes 
she would sit for a long while at his feet, turning over the 
leaves of one of his favourite Psalm-books and now and 
then i-eading a verse to herself ; but more often she would 
let the book fall on her knee, and her gaze would become 
fixed and dreamy, and her thoughts would go wandering 
away out upon the broad Atlantic with the Dominie, or 
following the march of the troops who were assembling 
for the attack on Crown Point. She could no longer 
think of the young soldier as her chosen knight, her ideal 
hero ; if a word could have brought him to her side she 
would not have spoken it. In the chapel, that memorable 
Sunday morning, she had thought to part from him at 
the cost of a broken heart ; but now she recognized that 
no heart had been broken in the parting, that her life 
might be always a little desolate, and other men distasteful 
to her, but that her strength was good for living and en 
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during, and the world by no means a desert, though the 
njsgical Elysian brightness that once hung about it had 
faded. She did not ponder as much as some girls might 
have done on the question as to whether his sudden atten- 
tions to Eogeltje had been the result of pique or of incon- 
stancy ; nor would she admit the supposition that they 
had meant absolutely nothing, and the poor little one was 
wasting her heart in vain. " No, he was not a deceiver," 
she said to herself, and she never sought to define exactly 
what lie was, only she knew with painful, miserable cer- 
tainty that the noble qualities she had so loved in him 
had been very much the work of her own imagination 
— that her womanhood had begun with a mistake which 
could never be undone. 

. And in these hours of disappointment and self-abase- 
ment her heart turned back to the Dominie, with some- 
thing of its old filial, trusting devotion, mingled with a 
new remorse and dread, for which, in earlier days, there 
had been no cause. Would he ever come back ? and if he 
did, would he ever forgive her, and not only forgive, 
but condescend to be her guide in the higher, more ear- 
nest life, which she hoped to live for the future ] Mr. 
Vyvian's words about his " cowardly departure " rang in 
her ears. Had it been cowardly to fly from the pains and 
difficulties of his position 1 to leave his rebellious flock to 
their own devices 1 She would not let herself think so. 
She had been too ready to judge him, to distrust his 
wisdom, to ascribe his strictness to narrow prejudice; 
now, in her earnest repenting, she was ready to think 
him wholly right, and herself wholly wrong. Oh ! if he 
would only come back, and let her prove to him that she 
was sorry ! 

Easter came — a dull, sorrowful Easter to the Dutch 
congregation, which was left pastorless and forsaken, 
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and specially sad to Franzje, who had* hoped then to be 
admitted as a " Church member/' and who now felt that 
her admission must be deferred indefinitely. Something 
was said about bono wing a minister from New York, aud 
her father and M. Jansen made a journey to the capital 
to see what could be done, but came back uusuccessiuL 
There were but one or two ministers in the city, and 
none of them could be spared from their post ; moreover, 
the Kew York " Kerke-raad " had beard of the dissipated 
doings in Albany, and, instead of showing any sympathy 
with the two elders, administered a publio rebuke to them 
for not having managed matters better, so that tbey re- 
turned crest-fallen, and rather out of humour. A sort 
of lay service was to be held in the chapel, as had be- 
come usual on Sundays, but the crowning rite — the Easter 
Feast— must needs be wanting; and the more serious- 
minded among the community went about their bu«inei?s 
silently and sadly, feeling themselves severely punished 
for their want of zeal in the Dominie's cause. " If we 
had all stood by him more bravely, we might have made 
head against godless innovations,'^ admitted some of the 
candid-minded, sorrowfully; and then Elder Jansen turned 
round on them with that unsparing "I told you so," 
which is calculated to give the finishing touch to poor 
weak mortals' dejection. 

It chanced that early on Easter morning Franzje re- 
ceived a summons to Vrow Dorckman's bed-side. The 
old woman had announced that she had been " called *' 
in the night, and that she wished to speak to her young 
friend before she died. What she said was not very 
novel, nor impressive ; but, coming from those pale, 
trembling lips, it carried a certain importance with it ; 
and when she wound up by saying, "I should like to 
have had our Dominie near me to-day, but I shall see 
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him again, never fear — perhaps long before you do, my 
child," Franzje started, and felt as if the words were a 
prediction, and as if the wonderful clairvoyance of 
death were revealing to the sufferer things which her 
own young heart panted vainly to know. 

" Do you think the Dominie is going to die 1 " she 
asked, holding her breath for the answer, as if it would 
really determine the pastor's fate ; but the old Vrow only 
murmured something unintelligible, and her nurse came 
forward, and said she had talked too much already, and 
that Franzje had better go. 

So the girl went forth from the darkened room, with 
her heart throbbing and trembling, and felt the glory of 
sunshine in the outer world almost oppressive for the 
moment, and longed for some quiet corner to kneel down 
in, that she might pray for the departing soul, and ask 
that the Dominie might be blessed and comforted, and 
spared to come back to them, and that she might be for- 
given for having helped to drive him away. 

The outer door of the English church was open as she 
passed it, and knowing that it was not yet the usual hour 
for service, she felt a sudden impulse to take refuge theie, 
and retracing her steps, entered the porch, and, pushing 
back the inner door with a gentle hand, stole softly in, 
closing it after her. She had thought to find an empty 
church, and by the deep stillness that prevailed, it might 
well have been so ; but, on the contrary, it was the 
fullest she had ever seen, and the congregation of the 
strangest. Kneeling in profoundest reverence, with their 
mantles drawn over their heads so as completely to veil 
their faces, were upwards of two hundred Indians of 
both sexes, as motionless as if carved in stone, and evi- 
dently wholly absorbed in adoration of " the Great 
Spiiit," Whom they had been taught to worship "in 
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spirit and in truth." The altar was vested in a fair 
linen covering, and a white-robed priest was standing 
before it, preparing to celebrate the Cliristian Mysteries. 
To Pranzje it was all strange and new, and beautifuly 
and awful. She did not remark that the building was 
small and mean, that the fittings of the 8anctuary were 
of the commonest. She did not say to herself that these 
were the Mohawks come into the town for their Easter 
Communion, and that surpliced figure was Dr. Ogilvie, 
the English minister, whom she had seen hundreds of 
times before. A voice within her said, '^It is Easter 
/ttfrc," and at the first sound of the " Our Father," she 
dropped upon her knees in a dark comer near the door, 
and remained a silent, breathless, motionless worshipper 
throughout the whole of the service; 

English was almost as familiar to her as Dutch, so that 
she had no difficulty in following the words of the Office, 
and their very novelty only made them more impressive, 
more thrilling and appealing to her agitated spirit. De- 
prived of true Eucharistic teaching, aad taught to liok 
upon the Lord's Supper chiefly as a commemorative rite, 
she had yet been bred up in deep reverence for It ; and 
now an instinctive faith which she could not have de- 
fined, and which surely was of no human implanting, 
made her tremble and adore, as she became aware of a 
Presence which had come suddenly in the midst " when 
the doors were shut." 

Pleading, pleading, pleading, from the Altar as from 
the Cross ! pleading for her His unworthy child, for the 
dying woman close by, for the pastor out upon the wide, 
wild ocean, for the soldier marching into battle, for the 
two young voyagers in their frail canoe ; pleading in the 
might of His finished Sacrifice, His glorious risen Life, 
His Ascension to the right Hand of the Father ; — oh ! 



how all things grew possible in the consciousness of that 
availing Intercession ! 

Once she lifted her head as slowly, softly, solemnly, 
the Eed Men rose firom their places and gathered round 
the Altar band by band ; and then she saw that another 
white-vested priest, whom she had not remarked before, 
had joined the celebrant, and that it was from the hand 
of their beloved teacher, " the Father of the Deserts," 
that these simple-hearted Christians were receiving " the 
Cup of Salvation." blessed priest, and blessed people, 
true sharers of their Lord's Easter joy ! and not all un- 
blessed she who was permitted to touch Him by faith, to 
recognize him as " made known in the breaking of Bread," 
even though the Feast Itself were not for her. He loved 
her, He was near her, her life was to be lived for Him ; 
she could not feel desolate or forsaken any more. 

She was almost lost to outward things when at last the 
deep hush that followed the words of Blessing was broken 
by the stir of the rising congregation, and presently out 
filed the Indians in silent dignity, while she drew further 
back into the comer behind the door and watched them 
pass. Some were stately old chiefs, with grim, war-worn 
faces I some were striplings, though with nothing of boy- 
ish carelessness about them ; and of the squaws, the elder 
had a weary, trodden-down air, as if life had gone hard 
with them in the old days before Christianity came to 
soften the hearts of their lords and masters, while the 
younger were bright and prosperous-looking, and held up 
their heads with an air of quiet self-respect. They were 
going back to their good brother Philip, as they called 
Colonel Schuyler, and would sleep at the Flats that night, 
as they had slept the night before, accommodated in the 
way that best suited them — in the porch and some sur- 
rounding sheds j and then in the dawn of the morning 

T 
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they would assemble before the portico to sing their 
hymn of thanksgiying, and be off to the woods to follow 
their own hardy, independent mode of existence, not 
snrely without some happy, thankful thoughts of the 
Blessing which had fallen to their lot on this Easter 
Day. 

As Franzje left the church the bell began its summons 
overhead, calling the few English people in the city to* 
gether for their Easter service ; and she was obliged to 
walk on quickly to join her own home-party, who were 
advancing up the street 

The Dutch hymn-singing was flat and spiritless that 
day, and Elder Jansen, expounded in a way that was more 
gratifying to himself than to his audience ; but Eranzje's 
heart was in a glow of grateful worship. That solemn 
service, shared with the simple children of the forest, had 
left its impress on her ; she had learnt that even on earth 
there may be foretastes of the fulness of joy which His 
Presence gives. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

K^e IrrttrieiabU. 

,"I WISH you a happier fate than wearing out your heart 
in. waiting for the Dominie's return," Mr. Vyvian had 
said, tauntingly, when taking his farewell of Franzje ; 
and often and often daring the remainder of the spring 
and through the hot, tedious summer those words haunted 
her, for a strong feeling of expectancy grew and grew as 
the months went by, and still no word came from the 
absent pastor, no promise that he would come back, no 
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tidings even of his having reach^ the land of his 
destination. 

There was something ineffably dreary in this abandon- 
ment and silence; and other hearts besides Franzje's 
ached and drooped, and other eyes turned longingly in 
the direction of the deserted Manse, feeling it hard to b^ 
deprived of counsel and support just at a time when they 
had most need of them. 

It was one of the saddest and most anxious summers 
that the good city had known for a long time ; the war 
was pursuing its weary course close by, with continued 
ill-success on the Anglo-American side ; and the frequent 
passage of troops through the town, the summary re- 
quisitions of supplies, and the erection of a hospital for 
the reception of the wounded, brought it home as a reality 
even to quiet, phlegmatic, unexcitable people, who were 
apt to be engrossed in their own concerns, and to care 
little for news of the outer world. The tidings of the 
loss of Fort William Henry, and of the massacre of part 
of the disarmed garrison by the Indians on the French 
side, excited universal consternation ; and now, as autumn 
advanced rapidly towards winter, people were anxiously 
awaiting intelligence from Fort Edward, where General 
Webb and the remainder of his army had retreated, ex- 
pecting daily to hear that he was attacked by the French^ 
who would surely not fail to follow up their recent victory 
by a fresh attempt upon the British posts. 

"We never have any excursions now, like we had 
last autumn," grumbled Dirk and Albert Eyckman to 
their sister. " Is it because Evert's away, or because of 
the French?" 

"I don't know,*' replied Franzje, absently, her gaze 
fixed on the opposite porch, towards which ^ wounded 
militiaman was limping his painful way. 

T 2 
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** Why are you so stupid, Franz 1 " proceeded one of 
the little questioners ; '* that's only poor Arrian coming 
home from his walk. He told me such a long story about 
Colonel Goffe yesterday. / shall serve under Oolohel 
Goffe when Pm old enough: but I don't sec why we 
shouldn't have any fun because we're not big enough to 
fight. Don't you care about us now, that you never make 
fun for us 1 " 

The girl turned round with her tender, beautiful smile. 
" My little hearts, have I seemed to neglect you ? We 
have all grown stupid, I think, in these anxious times. I 
will ask Mother if we may invite your Company, and we 
will take them to drink tea in the chestnut wood near the 
Wendeb.' Madame Wendel will give us some hot water 
and some fresh milk, and we will ask all the little boys to 
join us, and have such fun." 

" If our Company don't object to having other children 
mixed up with us," said Dirk, with a dignified air ; but 
Albert seized his sister^s hands, and jumped up and down 
in a sort of exuberance of delight, forgetting all his fan- 
cied injuries in a moment, and ready to vote Franzje the 
very best sister that ever lived. 

The party came off not long afterwards ; and Franzje, 
though not belonging to the same Company as her little 
brothers, was graciously allowed to accompany them and 
preside at the feast, in consideration of her having taken 
all the trouble of it. Blithe and gay as she seemed on 
the occasion, it was not all pleasure to her by any means : 
the chestnut wood had associations which were largely 
mingled with pain ; and yet she was glad to be there — 
glad to sit once more where she had sat with the Dominie, 
and to watch the evening sun shedding its radiance 
through the rifts in the heavy foliage, just as it had done i 

on that well-remembered day. j 
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When the children had finished their meal, and had 
gone off in an exploring party farther up the glen, she 
lingered to collect the fragments, and to pack up mugs 
and plates; and presently Madame Wendel came out to 
help her, not at all sorry to have an excuse for a chat 
with some one from the city. 

"It was kind of you to lix your pic-nic here, Franzje," 
she said j " it makes a rare treat for my little boys, who 
see nobody but just the Eleekers from year's end to year's 
end almost, Gerrit Bleeker and^his wife were finely set up 
at his brother marrying Keetje Banker, but they don't 
say much about it now. Shia drove out to drink tea with 
them once in the spick and span carriage that Jansen 
brought her from New York, and she was as fine as a 
popinjay, and as gracious as Madame Eenselaer herself; 
but I didn't think much of her, and I don't think they 
did either. If Jansen had married Franzje Eyckman, I 
said, that might have been something to boasb of." 

Franzje laughed, but coloured also, and wished that 
good Madame Wendel would not be so personal She 
was stooping down picking up the tea-cups, and was par- 
ticularly glad to be so employed, when her frank-spoken 
friend went on, " Not that you are quite in your best 
^ looks to-day, Franzje. I did think, when you came here 
last autumn with the Dominie, that there couldn't be 
your match in the whole city for health and beauty ; but 
though you have a pretty colour of your own still, you 
are not nearly so stout as you were " — stoutness was evi- 
dently a charm in Madame Wendel's opinion — " and your 
eyes have a ring round them as if you lay awake o' 
nights. I hope you're not pining after those fine English 
officers." 

" No," said poor Franzje, simply and truthfully enough. 

"For my part^" continued the young housewife, who 
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really had too mnch good feeling to puisne her attack 
upon her visitor, '* I owe them a grudge for having so upset 
our Dominie. The idea of his going away I I should as 
soon have expected to hear that the Town-hall was gone. 
I could scarcely credit Marte when he came in and told 
me, and I don't believe old Peto ever looked up firom that 
day. Marte said, what odds did it make to us, who did 
not see him above three or four times a year? but I 
know I miss him sadly ; and now that Pete's dead, there 
seems nobody to speak to us about Heaven and the way 
to get there, nor to see after the children's Catechism, nor 
anything." 

" Don't they say it to you ? " inquired Franzje, as she 
heaped up the plates together in a lofty pile, and pro- 
ceeded to tie them up in a cloth. 

** Oh yes, sometimes on Sundays ; but they don't take 
half the pains in learning it for me that they did for the 
Dominie. He was strict with them, you know, and yet 
he was kind too. Franzje, they all loved him, I do be- 
lieve, even the littlest of them, though some of them 
would run and hide when he came if they thought they 
had not got their lesson right. I never saw anybody that 
made one feel so ashamed of one's faulty ways, and so 
anxious to be good. When he looked at me, I used 
always to think he could see right down into my soul." 

" Oh, I wish he could have ! " said France, lifting her 
head with a sudden eager sigh. '* Then he would have 
seen that we were truer to him than he thought — that he 
need not have despaired of us altogether. I don't mean 
you, who were safe out here ; but we of the city, who 
got into temptation, and displeased him." 

" He could never have thought much harm of you, 1 
should think," said Madame Wendel, looking kindly at 
the young face, which, though it had lost something of 
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ita roundness, Lad gained in depth and sweetness of 
expression. 

'* Oh, hut he did, and I deserved it — in part. Madame 
Wendel, do you think he will come hack 9 I feel as if 
nothing will prosper with us unless he does." 

" Come hack 1 oh, of course he will ! " she rejoined 
cheerily, leaning to the hright side, as was natural to her ; 
" he's just gone away in a grand sort of pet — I say a pet, 
hecause I can't think of a proper word for it — but he'll 
no more he able to keep away than I should from my 
children, even if they'd been ever so naughty. I fancy 
it was partly not being well in his health that made him 
take things to heart so ; he looked as ill as possible the 
last time I saw him, and I think he'd been sitting too 
much over his big books. He gave me a hook that day, 
and I've a great mind to show it you, for I can't make it 
out at all. If s all about predestination, and reprobation, 
and * the final state pf the damned/ and it gives me the 
shivers whenever I open it." 

She started off to the house to find it ; and Franzje, 
who after this unattractive description felt no great 
curiosity to see it, was stiU not sorry to have the chance 
of a few moments* solitude in that beautiful, shady 
place. 

The sunlight flickered down here and there on the long, 
soft grass, and in the far distance came a mirthful sound 
of children's voices ; but there was an intense coolness 
and greenness and sense of seclusion about the spot, and 
memory and hope seemed to meet there, as Franzje pon- 
dered silently over the past, and then turned to the bright 
anticipations awakened by Madame Wendel's cheerful 
words. 

" Of course he will come back" Oh ! how ready the 
young heart was to echo the assertion. It was so natural. 



280 ^omtnie J^nglhig^Bttfttn. 

so delightfol, to belieye that the anxious gloom of the last 
few months was to disperse in brightness after all, that the 
Dominie would certainly return, and that better times 
would come back with him. 

The boys and girls of the Company of the Yellow were 
in a state of almost uproarious merriment on the home- 
ward way, but Franzje could not find it in her heart to 
check them. Why should not they be glad and gay, 
when all nature was steeped in radiance round them, and 
everything seemed to speak of hope and joy, and the 
burden was lifted from her own spirit as if by magic? 
What harm was there in the songs that rose upon the air 
as the two great waggons creaked slowly along, in the 
shouts with which each vehicle which they chanced to 
meet was greeted ? It was all perfectly innocent mirth, 
such as not even the Dominie himself could have con- 
demned. Oh! suppose he was embarking at this very 
moment on his way back to them ! 

A soft breeze came up from the river, and caressed her 
cheek as she leant forward to meet it ; a golden trans- 
figuring glow was upon everything, just as it had been on 
the evening when she had driven home with the Dominie 
and her mother by the very same road ; and even the 
houses in the town looked something more than common 
wood and stone, with their walls all shining, and their 
windows all ablaze in the intense glory of that sunset. 
Fi'anzje could never pass the Gerritses* house without a 
thought of Mr. Vy vian ; but there was no regiment 
marching out to impede the progress of the waggons, only 
a few townspeople standing about, and ready to return 
with kindly greetings the meny shouts of the children. 
Other children clustered at the doors, or came running 
into the road, as they got further into the town ; and 
some ran along by their side, and were pelted with flowers, 
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which they gleefully thiew hack again; till at length, 
when the corUge reached the Eyckmans', where the Com- 
pany was to sup, it had assumed the character of a 
triumphal procession. All was fun and brightness and 
joUity ; there was not a cloud in the sky, not a murmur 
in the air, not the least shadow of coming evil to dim the 
golden splendour of the day. As Franzje sprang gaily 
down, and went smiling up the steps with her arm round 
two or three little necks, how could she guess that the 
woe of her life was to meet her on the threshold ? 

She could never quite tell who formed the excited group 
that were gathered in the hall; she never quite knew 
who it was that spoke first to her, nor what were the 
words they said. She had a vague impression of seeing 
the Fatroon standing up straight and stiff, holding a letter 
in his hand; of M. Jansen gesticulating in the back- 
ground ; of her father and Jan bending over a convulsed 
figure which she took to be her mother ; who else were 
there, and what they looked like, she never could 
remember. But somehow her startled senses grasped the 
fact that the Dominie would come back to them no more, 
that he was dead — droumed, some one was saying ; oh ! 
could it be true ? — " dead, dead, as surely as you stand 
there alive," some one else reiterated; drowned, yes, really 
drowned, and lying still beneath the blue waters of the 
Atlantic, while she stood there in the simset glory, full of 
life and youth, with her bright hair wreathed with fiowers ! 

One of the little children who were clinging to her, 
understanding well enough to be frightened, burst into a 
loud wail; and roused to her accustomed thought for 
others, she mechanically opened the door of the big 
parlour where the supper was laid, and drew them in 
there. 

Then she met the others, who were thronging up the 
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steps, hashed their boistorons merzimenty and ushering 
them also into the supper-room, shat the door upon them. 
In another moment she was bending over her mother. 
'^ I will see to her if yon will go and take care of the 
children, Jan/' she said, in a voice which sounded strange 
even to herseK; and Jan went readily enough, leaving 
her to assist her &ther in guiding poor Madame Byckman's 
steps to her own big chair in the accustomed sitting- 
room, where she might give way to her grief in com- 
parative privacy, and find a support for her quivering 
frame. 

''Is he really drowned. Father t" Fran^je asked, as 
they went along. 

"Ay, my girl," was the answer, in gruff sorrowful 
tones. 

And then she could not find courage to ask anything 
more. 

M. Byckman went back to the group in the hall, but 
Franzje remained with her mother, kneeling on the floor 
beside her, and offering her tender breast as a pillow for the 
bowed aching head. She had not time to think of her 
own loss, her own grief, and the weariful remorse which 
was keenest of all; her whole heart was bent upon soothing 
the more demonstrative sorrow before her, and her soft 
kisses and low murmurs of love came in that natural 
spontaneous flow, which belongs by right to those chosen 
souls whose mission it is to be the comforter of others. 

But a terrible shock was still in store for her. 

" He can't have thrown himself overboard — it must be 
false ! " sobbed the poor lady, with a sort of passion 
breaking through her heavy grief; "we who knew him, 
know he was the last person to be guilty of such a crime 
as that. I shall always deny it, whatever anybody says ; 
and you must do the same, Franzje." 
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She spoke as if Franzje had already heard the report, 
and disbelieved it ; but the girl started away from her 
with wide wild eyes, and cheeks that had grown suddenly 
white with a new awful terror. 

"That is not what they say, is itl" she gasped. 
" Drowned ! does it mean ihcU f Mother, mother, 
tell me!" 

There was not a tear in the blue eyes, but their strained 
fixed look of anguished appeal remained in the mother's 
memory to her dying day. 

It was her turn to offer comfort. " Don't look at me 
like that, my child,'* she sobbed, drawing the girl's head 
down upon her own shoulder. " I foigot you had not heard 
the Fatroon read the letter. It said the Dominie had 
either fallen overboard or thrown himself over, and that 
tb^ sailors all believed the latter ; but neither you nor I 
need believe it, nor anyone that loved him. It's easy for 
those sailors to say so, who did not know or care for him; 
but I hope he did not live a godly life among us for all 
those years and years without convincing us that he was 
not the man to put an end to himself in that wicked way. 
I thought I should have choked when I heard M. Jansen 
cry out that that was what we had driven him to, with 
our worldUness and our sinful pleasurings. He to believe 
it ! he who knew our Dominie so well ! " 

" Did the letter say what made the sailors think so f " 
asked Fran^'e, in a voice so unnaturally calm as to con- 
trast strangely with her mother's excited tones. 

"Did it) I forget," said Madame Eyckman, all in 
confusion. "Where are you going to, my child 1" as 
Framge rose quickly to her feet. " To see the letter 1 
Ah yes, you must be quick, or the Patroon will be gone ; 
he is going to the Flats." And then, as Franzje left the 
room, she relapsed into a &esh paroxysm of grief, rocking 
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herself to and fro as she sobbed out, ** It's pretty near 
broken her hearty poor child i and well it may. To think 
that oar Dominie shoald be drowned, and that people 
should be found to slander him even in his graye ! " 

Madame Eyckman's utter incredulity regarding the 
terrible reports of the manner of the Dominie's death, 
and her intense indignation against the " slanderers ** as 
she considered them, were really a kind of support to her; 
so that, violent as her grief was, there was no such utter 
intensity in it as there was in Franige's. All^that the girl 
had heard of the Dominie's moodiness, of the strange 
state of hard despair in which he had gone forth from 
among them, flashed back upon her memory with agonizing 
vividness as she ran out into the hall to entreat for a sight 
of the letter which had brought aU this woe to the house. 
" That is what you have driven him to ! " Oh I could it 
be true 1 Did life really hold such possibilities of retri- 
bution for faults committed, like hers, in the mere 
thoughtlessness of youth 1 

She was too late ; the Patroon had gone, and her father 
and M. Cuyler were descending the steps together ; while 
M. Jansen, whom no grief could subdue, was lingering for 
a parting admonition to the weeping negroes, who had 
gathered from kitchen and stable to hear the sad tidings, 
and a few of the children, who had stolen out from the 
supper-room to learn more particulars than Jan would 
tell them. 

" Take warning,'' he was saying, as Franzje came upon 
the scene ; ** take warning, all of you, and abstain for the 
future from all godless pleasurings." And then, as his 
eye fell upon her, his zeal waxed fiercer with the sense of 
having now got hold of one of the real culprits, and, in 
his harsh, cracked voice, he added, pitilessly, " And you, 
my fine wench, it is time you left off bedizening yourself 
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'with flowers. Your fickle gallant will never leave Fort 
Edward alive, I warrant you, and it will be poor comfort 
to think it was for his sake you drove our Dominie to an 
untimely end. Tis because of you and such as you that 
he lies under the sea, and you may well go in sackcloth 
for your sins till your dying day, and put off for ever those 
gauds that so ill become a Christian woman ! " 

He was pointing with scornful finger to the rich 
crimson flowers that the children had twined amid that 
wealth of flaxen hair, to the gay yellow streamer that they 
had pinned in sport to the little white tippet that covered 
Franzje's shoulders j and she was fronting him with her 
beautiful, sad face, and that same fixed look of anguished 
appeal as she had turned upon her mother. How could 
she care what he said to or of her, when all that she 
wanted was to know the truth about the Dominie ! 

The negroes and the children, who were by no means 
80 indifferent, were gathering round as if to defend her ; 
and Jettje in particular was advancing towards the fiery 
little Elder, with a determined, " You go 'long ! " when, 
gliding among them, came the unexpected apparition of 
the recluse, who, in the general excitement, had been for- 
gotten by everyone. He had been standing on the stairs 
a silent listener, and now advanced to Franzje's side, and 
cast his arm about her. 

"Silence, my friend," he said, raising his other arm 
authoritatively, and drawing up his usually bent figure to 
its fullest height " You do this maiden wrong by your 
words; and still more do you wrong our Dominie when 
you speak as if it were certain that he had brought his 
fate upon himself. It may he that disease brought a cloud 
over his brain, and that in a delirium, as it were, not 
knowing what he did, he cast himseK into the waves ; but 
still more likely is it that through some accident he fell, 
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and as none, it seems, were by to see, none have the right 
to affirm that it was not so/' 

" The sailors all believe — " began M. Jansen, angrily ; 
but the grey beard stopped him with unwonted peremp- 
toriness. 

" Ay, I know j but a belief of that kind is a belief, not 
a knowledge nor a certainty ; we who knew him, among 
whom he lived, have a right to our belief, and God grant 
it may be the true one ! Dear little children, and friends 
all, this is the whole story, as the master of the vessel 
wrote it to our Fatroon, and as the Patroon read it here 
in this hall scarce a quarter of an hour ago. — On the voy- 
age to Holland, our Dominie was observed to be sad and 
full of thought; he spoke little, and walked often on 
deck alone. One evening, when he had gone above for 
this solitary walk, he appeared no more ; search was made 
for him when he was missed, and a boat lowered, but no 
trace of him was found. The sailors said at once he must 
have thrown himself overboard ; the captain thinks he 
must have become giddy when he was leaning over the 
vessel's side, watching the waves according to his wont, 
and must have fallen accidentally. The man at the helm 
neither saw nor heard anything, for the wind was loud, 
and his whole attention fixed upon his work. This is all 
we know concerning our dear minister's fate. Doubtless 
the waves received him j but the exact spot where he 
fell, and the exact manner of that fall, none can say. 
God, Whom he loved, has taken him to rest, and it is with 
him, as with Moses, '' no man knoweth of his sepulchre 
unto this day." 

The speech, so strangely long for the silent old man, 
was ended, and there was a hush, broken only by the un- 
restrained crying of the negro women and children. The 
little Dutch Americans were too awed and bewildered to 
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cry ; it sounded to them like a story, a melancholy tale 
foil of a certain mysterious fascination, like those legends 
that their mothers would sometimes tell them just at this 
hour, when night was dropping suddenly down, and put- 
ting out the splendour of the day. 

" Do you think," said one of them, at last, in a low, 
awe-struck tone, " that God may have prepared a big fish 
to swallow our Dominie, just as He did for Jonah, and 
that so he may get to land, and come back some time to 
preach to us 1 " 

"Tve got such a big gourd, all my own, for him to 
sit under!" cried out a younger child, without the 
slightest perception of the absurdity of the suggestion ; 
and then the negroes tittered even in the midst of their 
tears, and M. Jansen gave a contemptuous snort, and 
wrapping his cloak round him, prepared to go. 

He stopped on the threshold, however, arrested by 
Uncle Jan*s voice, once more raised in clear, emphatic 
tones. ** Do not laugh at the children ; God has strange 
ways of deliverance for His servants even now. Since 
none can say that they have seen the dead body of our 
l)ominie, I for one think it possible that he may yet come 
back to us, that he may be hidden from us for a time 
rather than taken from our head for ever. Let us each 
pray that it may be so, and, in the visions of the night, 
God may reveal to us whether it be so or not." 

As he stood there in the gathering darkness, with his 
tall, thin figure, and hii flowing beard, and his thoughtful, 
visionary face, he looked almost like some seer of old 
enunciating some prophetic message. M. Jansen turned 
on his heel and hurried away, snorting as he went ; but 
the slaves and the children gathered eagerly round the 
speaker, full of excitement, and ready to embrace the well- 
nigh impossible hope which had been suggested. 
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Fraiuje's two hands were locked tight round her uncle's 
arm ; now that M. Jansen was gone, she laid down her 
head upon them, and silently in the darkness her tears 
hegan to flow. She had no visionary expectations ; she 
knew with a calm, aching certainty, that the Dominie 
would never come back, that not till the last awful day 
would the sea give up its dead ; hut the great unutter- 
able horror that had possessed her was lifted from her 
souL ^o, it was not with the guilt of self-destruction 
upon him that the Dominie had passed into eternity : 
sad indeed they had made him, broken-hearted perhaps, 
but not desperate; he had lost faith in them, but not 
in Grod, never in God ! and so a merciful accident, a 
delirium for which he was not accountable, a something 
— ^no matter what, since it was no rash, sinful act, but 
rather a putting forth of a Providential hand to draw him 
to his rest — had taken him away for ever from the life 
which he had found too bitter. 

There rested on her — so she thought, poor, sorrowful 
child ! — and on all who had sinned with her, the guilt 
of having wearied him out, of having broken his heart, 
but not blood-guiltiness, not the utter misery of having 
driven him to a doom which would have well-nigh wrecked 
all hope for this world and the next, and wrapped his 
very memory in unutterable darkness. 

" Go in sackcloth ! '* yes, verily, when would the day 
come that she should cease to mourn 1 — and mechanically 
she put up her hand to pull the flowers from her hair — 
but the mourning was all for her ; there was peace now 
for the Dominie, nothing could grieve or trouble him any 
more. 

The children came thronging out of the great parlour, 
ready to disperse for the night ; and Franzje went back to 
her mother, whom she found sitting just where she had left 
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her, but quiet and composed now, as if the violence of 
her grief were spent. For a little while they rested tran- 
quilly in a mutual embrace, and then Madame Eyckman's 
housewifely instincts re-asserted themselves, and she got 
up and bade Franzje call for lights, and tell the maids to 
be sure to have something nice ready for their master's 
supper when he came home. 

" He has gone round with M. Cuyler to tell the bad 
news, I suppose," she said, ** and a sad office it is for him, 
dear good man ! Put an extra lump of sugar in his Hol- 
lands and water to-night, Franzje ; he has a sweet tooth, 
my good man has, and we must get him to take his supper 
as usual, if we can. We must eat and drink, whatever 
happens, poor, weak creatures that we are ! " 

So things began to slip back into their usual course in 
that natural inevitable way which sometimes seems hard 
and heartless to thie young and sensitive, but which older 
people acquiesce in as being only one of the many incon- 
gruities of this imperfect world, in which not even sorrow 
can live on heroic heights, but must come down to attend 
tp everyday wants and trivial commonplace duties. To 
Franzje the tedium of it all was very repugnant at first ; 
what did it matter whether the churning turned out well 
or ill, whether the four meals a day were served with their 
usual regularity or not, whether the autumn preserves 
proved a success 1 what did anything matter, when the Do- 
minie lay cold in his ocean grave, and regret for the past 
was powerless, and hope for the future no longer possible ? 

But after a while she grew to be g]ad that her mother 
at least could find a solace in these little cares and in- 
terests, and recognized that the continuance of the daily 
routine did not imply forgetfulness ; that though the men 
went to their stores or to their farms as usual, and the 
Matrons and maidens occupied themselves with their 

u 
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wonted industry in honsehold tasks, there was a general 
heaviness of heart, which no indastry could dispel. 
Through his strong individuality, his real interest in his 
flock, and his intense devotion to what he thought the 
right, the Dominie had left his mark on the place in a 
way which no one else had ever done. Even when his 
people had been most out of humour with him, most 
disposed to grumble at his love of power, and to try to 
shake off his yoke, they had never ceased to respect hiui 
in their secret hearts ; and the intellectual gifts which 
they had been so little able to appreciate, the enthusiasm 
which had left their feelings unstirred, had yet made an 
impression on such imagination as they possessed, so that 
perhaps they had admired the Dominie all the more be- 
cause they did not thoroughly understand him, because 
he was so utterly unlike themselves. And now that he 
was dead, now that the pathetic story of his fate had 
been told from house to house, and commented on and 
magnified till it had become the most dolorous of all 
possible tragedien, there was but one universal feeling of 
sorrow, largely mingled with self-reproach in the case of 
those whose contumacy had helped to drive him from 
among them. Few were found to blame his desertion of 
them, few sat in judgment on his mistakes ; had the Do- 
minie come back in living presence, much might have 
been said in self-justification, but before the accusing 
shadow of their dead pastor nearly all tongues were 
silent. Ue was dead, and in a certaia sort their sins had 
slain bim ; it was they who, by their frivolity, their dis- 
obedience, their want of sympathy, had helped to send 
him forth on this fatal voyage ; they had had a prophet 
aiiiong them, and they htid'uot honoured him as such^ and 
behold, he was gone from them, never to return ! 

Out of the grief and the reverence there grew at length 
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something like a, revival of hope. Wonderful stories 
began to be circulated — whence originating no one dis- 
tinctly knew — of how the Dominie had been picked up 
by a passing vessel and carried off on a distant voyage, 
or had managed to swim to a neighbouring island and 
was living there as a hermit, passing his whole days 
in meditation and prayer; and however contradictory 
these legends might be in many of their details, they 
all united in the same conclusion — that he would some 
day come back to his people inspired with new wis- 
dom, and that a golden era would then arise for Albany, 
in which all that was painful in the past should be 
forgotten. It was strange to see how minds not pecu- 
liarly imaginative by nature turned for comfort to these 
romantic possibilities, and how some in their siniple faith 
were even ready to believe that God had worked a miracle 
in their Dominie's behalf. The accomplishment of pre- 
dictions which he had uttered was pointed to as proof 
that he had been something more than a mere ordinary 
man ; and people recaUed his deep spiritual gaze, and the 
flights of religious eloquence in which he had so ofttn 
soared above them, and said to one another that surely a 
life such as his could not have been cut short prematurely, 
that some providential interposition must have occurred 
to preserve him for the holy work which he might yet do 
on earth. 

Franzje listened, and at times her eyes would light up 
as though a bright vision had passed before them ; but 
)ouiig as she was, hers was not a mind that readily lent 
itself to illusions, and besides, there had been borne in 
upon her from the first an irresistible conviction that no- 
where in this lower world was the Dominie to be found, 
that he had passed utterly away. She never forgot the 
chance words that had forced the truth upon her — '^ So 

u 2 
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surely as she stood there alive," with that passionate, 
trembling, loving, beating heart— so surely was be lying 
in the stiUness of death, the grave, awful stillness, that no 
bewailings could break. Oh ! how little her penitence 
availed ; how all too late was the better mind that had 
come . over his erring people ! She was speechless, tear- 
less, almost prayerless, as she realized it, crushed by that 
sense of the irretrievable^ which is perhaps the most 
poignant cause of human heart-break. 

He had warned her himself that the awaking might 
not come in time, but she had not heeded the warning ; 
he had told her to remember when that day came that 
" the least expression of penitence would have been 
accepted had it been offered now/' and oh! she did re- 
member it, with aching, sickening distinctness, when the 
remembrance was no longer availing, when that " now " 
had become the irrecoverable past. She was sorry, but 
she could never tell him so ; she was ready to obey with 
the trusting filial obedience of her earliest and simplest 
days, but he would never again utter a command ; she 
would have, done anything in the world to serve him, but 
he needed service no more. 

It was right, it was just; there was nothing against 
which she could rebel, nothing that she could say was un- 
deserved ; only she had not known that life could be so 
terriblCj and justice so pitiless; her heart seemed frozen 
within her as she went about her weary way. 

Her mother told her that she was growing white and 
thin, and lovingly begged her to get up her looks against 
Killian's and EverVs return, which was expected almost 
daily ; her father's eyes rested on her anxiously from time 
to time, and he puffed away a great many doubts, and 
fears, and longings on her behalf together with the smoke 
from his evening pipe : but though they often talked 
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about the Dominie before her, they never seemed conscious 
of anything which might make the loss of him more pain- 
ful to her than it was to them or to Jan. When her gaze 
grew absent, M. Ryckman believed her thoughts had flown 
to Fort Edward ; he had a great notion that love troubles 
were the only ones a girl could have, or at least, the 
only ones that could affect her deeply, and he believed he 
had found a salve for her grief when he came home one 
day with an important piece of military news. Contrary 
to all expectation, the French, instead of pursuin gtheir 
advantage, and attacking Fort Edward, had returned to 
Canada, and there was therefore no fear of any further 
hostilities till the following spring. Colonel Trelawny'a 
regiment would probably return to Number four, or might 
even be sent back to Albany for a while— in his secret 
soul the worthy elder devoutly hoped that might not be 
the case — and at any rate, Mr. Vyvian was safe from the 
chances of war for the next six months. He told it all 
with good humoured elation and importance, and Franzje's 
face did really brighten for a moment with a look of eager 
interest which he mistook for delight. He was pleased, 
and yet he was«a little frightened. Was it well that she 
should continue to care for Mr. Vyvian, wht n — even sup- 
posing that his heart was faithful to her$ and that his love- 
passages with Engelt had been nonsense — no alliance was 
possible between them, since not even to make her happy 
could it be admissible to give her in marriage to a world- 
ling, and one, too, who had wrought such harm among 
them all, and given such sore umbrage to their dead 
pastor 1 He need not have been alarmed ; Franzje cared 
for Mr. Vyvian in the way in which a faithful nature 
always cares for anyone it has ever loved at all, and had 
prayed for his protection in battle many a time, but more 
for his soul's sake than because she ever hoped or wished 
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to see him again in the fleah ; he had gone oat of her life, 
and she had nothing more to do with him : it was not 
that she forgot or despised him, but that he seemed to 
belong to a past which could never revive — to that little 
bright foolish time of happiness, which had to be paid 
for with years of pain. She was glad, oh ! heartily glad 
that he was safe, and that he would be out of peril for a 
while, but it was for his sake only, not for her own. 

She spent some time in her Uncle Jan's room that 
afternoon, and by way of something to say, she told him 
the news, and when she had told it, she sank into one of 
those profound reveries which had become habitual to her 
in her hours of leisure. He seemed to be thinking 
deeply also, but for once his mind was occupied with her 
rather than with those abstruse meditations in which it 
was usually engaged. Those dreamy eyes of ^ his, that 
seemed half closed to sublunaiy things, had pierced the 
veil of her gentle patient reserve more surely than any 
other eyes in the house ; and though he had been content 
to keep silence hitherto, it seemed to him that the time to 
speak had come. 

" My child," he said suddenly, "it is not for the young 
soldier, is it, that your heart is so heavy?" 

" No, dear Uncle," she said softly, with her grave eyes 
turned upon him in a sort of awed wonder at his discem- 
nient. 

"You are very young," he went on, "to bear your 
burden alone ; why not let the old man share it 1 If the 
Almighty had taken our Dominie from us a year or two 
ago, should you have sorrowed as you do now V* 

" No," she answered, almost inaudibly. 

" And what has made the difference 1 " 

She tried to speak, and faltered, and was silent He 
waited with sweet, patient eyes, and a loving hand laid 
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upon her head. Then out it came, in a burst of tears. 
" Oh, Uncle ! because then I had never angered him, or 
only in such a way as could be forgiven the next minute ; 
and now I have done wrong, and vexed and grieved, him, 
and he has not forgiven me ; and I am sorry, and he can 
never know 1 " 

There was no immediate answer ; and she grew ashamed 
of her vehemence, and was afraid that it had displeased 
him. " I did not mean to complain," she added, in 
humble heart-broken tones; "it is all right and just, 

and I have deserved it, only " and there the voice 

died away in sobs. 

" Only God's justice is very terrible ] So it seems, my 
child, when we forget His love. Was it God or the 
devil, think you, that was nearest our Dominie at his 
death?" 

She looked up at him with a startled, bewildered gaze, 
as she whispered, " God." 

"Yes, surely, for what does the Holy Book say? — 

* Because he hath set his love upon Me, therefore will I 
deliver him ; ' our Dominie loved God with all the force 
of a strong man's i^oul, and doubtless He Who gave the 
love rewarded it. Well, then, can you think if (rod was 
with him that he died unforgiving ? " 

" ^o ; but he did not think I deserved to be forgiven." 

" Does forgiveness wait for our deserts ? There was 

one who came back to his father covered with sins, and 

* when he was yet a great way off his father met him, and 
ran and fell on his i^eck and kissed him.' " 

" But the Dominie did not know that I was sorry." 

" Could that lather have known unless God had revealed 

it to him 9 the embrace oame before the prayer for pardon. 

You will say the Father in the parable means God. Well, 

be it so ; but does not God give of His own loving-kind- 
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ness to His servants, to His shepherds f Our Dominie 
weiit away despairing of us, hut do you think he died 
despairing of us ? My child, I do not think it, though it 
may hut have heen a lightning-flash at the last that 
showed him his mistake." 

"Mistake?" echoed Franzje, as if there were pre- 
sumption in the sound. 

" Yes, surely ; a mistake such as Elijah's, when he cast 
himself under the juniper-tree, saying, * It i:< better for 
me to die than to live.' " 

" But we drove him away by our sins," said Franzje.^ 

Could it be a smile upon the old man's face 1 " Your 
sins!" he paid; "poor child! so it is this that lies so 
heavy at your heart. Could the Dominie see you now, 
he would weep to see you weep ; but he is at rest, as wa 
trust, and be you at rest also. Are you thinking of him 
as still bitter against you, as still angered and grieved, 
that you mourn for him so much) Nay, earth's griefs 
and stings are over ; he fears and frets and despairs no 
longer, but is lost in the ocean of God's charity, and hopes 
and loves." 

Franzje's face was buried in her hands, and the low 
gentle tones seemed to murmur on above her like some- 
thing heard in dreams. They were as the very droppings 
of balm to the bruised heart. 

"If I could only see him again for one moment !" she 
sobbed, but not in the crushed, hopeless accents in which 
she had spoken before. 

"And you shall see him. Have you forgotten the 
great day of meeting, the day in which there can he no 
more misunderstandings, for the secrets of all hearts shall 
be revealed 1 Think of the pastor's joy, when he finds! 
some of the souls that he despaired of the brightesc 
jewels in his (^own ! " 
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She did not take this to herself in any way, but the 
thought was comforting, even in its awfulness. In a few 
minutes she put her hand upon her uncle's knee, and said 
timidly, " Uncle Jan, help me to live so that I may not 
be a grief to him then ; I do not want my life to be like 
these last few weeks. I have nothing to look forward to, 
like other girls, but I will try to look further forward now. 
On Easter Day I seemed to see what life might be, and 
then this sorrow came, and blotted it out; but it is 
coming back, coming out of my very grief ! " • 

She broke off, for her thoughts were growing too deep 
for words : how often the dawn of a new life has sprung 
from a gi'ave, He whose Kesurrection is the Church's hope 
alone can tell ! 

" You will live to comfort others," said the old man, 
tenderly ; " sometimes I fear that your lot has been cast 
in evil times. Our Dominie once said that this war was 
but the beginning of sorrows, and I seem to i'ancy that he 
was right ; but if so, there will be but the more work for 
those who live for God and their brethren, and are at the 
call of all who suffer. Your parents, I know, have other 

thoughts for you ; they think that in time Killian " 

She shook her head, and he continued, " jN'ay, then, I 
will not vex you by dwelling on their hopes ; it is more 
your mother's fancy than your father's, and will never be 
urged upon you against your wilL I should have joyed 
to see you a happy wife, as well as another ; but I can 
well believe that one who has been formed by such a 
man as our Dominie, and who has liad their faucy caught 
by a biilliant man of the world like Mr. Vyvian, could 
never be happy with a lad like Killian Barentse, single- 
minded and true-hearted though he be. God bless thee, 
my little one, and make thee happy in His own way ! " 

She still felt as though happiness were not for her, 
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bufc she lifted her face up brightly for the old man's 
caress. Ob 1 how good it was that such comfort had been 
sent her through him just now, when' she needed it so 
sorely. 

She went about her daily tasks less sadly from this 
time forward, and seemed to put aside her own grief in 
care for the griefs and pains of others. Little Engelt 
was the first to claim her sympathy, for the regiment did 
not come to Albany ; and as time went on, and no letter 
or message came from Mr. Vyvian, the child be^an to 
droop sorely, and to feel that she had been deceived. 
" I thought all the summer he was too busy to write or 
even to think much about me, perhaps ; but now that 
the fighting is over he must have plenty of time, and he 
might send me one word, at least, if he cared for me at 
all ! " That was the piteous lament ; and Franzje soothed 
and stilled it as best she might, finding after a while an 
unexpected assistant in Evert, who seemed to see a great 
deal more in his sister's pretty little friend now that he 
had come home, than before he went away. 

With his bronzed complexion, and his sensible, thought- 
ful manner, he was like a totally different creature from 
the troublesome boy who had taken his departure in such 
giddy spirits. The trading expedition, with its toils and 
dangers, had made A man of him, and the shock of the 
news which met him on his return completed the sobering 
effect. Killian, after spending a day or two with his 
grandfather, went on to New York to dispose of his cargo ; 
but Evert remained at home, and was his mother's great 
delight jiuring that dreary winter, in which all attempts 
at gaiety seemed to stagnate, and which was marked by 
an unusual number of deaths among the elder citizens. 

Saddest of all these losses was that of good Colonel 
Schuyler, whom everybody missed, and whose death left 
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Madame so desolate) that all Her friends vied in offering 
her attention and sympathy, feeling as if the childless 
widow, whom everybody Ipved, had become the special 
legacy of the whole town. Her sister and nieces were 
much with her, but she had a craving for Fraozje's coih. 
pany ; and it was in ministering to this dear old friend — 
the best she had ever had, except the Dominie — that the 
girl began in earnest that tender mission of comfort which 
the recluse had set before her as her life-work. 



CHAPTEE XVIII. 

gg tfee gifetr Siih. 

" And so we meet once more, Mademoiselle ; and I lie 
liere and am tended by you, as if it were the most natural 
thing in the world." 

**And I am sorry that )'ou have not a more skilful 
nurse, Sir." 

Certainly the little hands that were adjusting bandages 
trembled somewhat ; but the speaker was not so unskilful 
as she called herself, and the occasion was one to draw 
forth all her powers, and banish the awkwardness that 
spriogs from self-consciousness. 

It was the beginning of July, 1758; the unsuccessful 
attack on the Hues of Ticonderoga — where the young 
Lord Howe wae killed — had just been made ; and the 
hospital at Albany and the barns of some of the neigh- 
bouring proprietors were crowded with the wounded ; poor 
writhing, groaning wretches, whose piteous state evoked 
the liveliest sympathy in the breasts of the kindly 
Albanians. The great barn at the Flats had been fitted 
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up as a temporary hospital, and had proved a refuge for 
those whose wounds were considered the most dangerous, 
and who had therefore been sent on in boats the day after 
the action, and conveyed with all possible speed to the 
nearest place of reception. 

Among these were Mr. Vyvian, and Xillian Barentse — 
a volunteer of a few months standing — and among the 
nurses were not only the widowed Madame Schuyler and 
her nieces, but Franage Eyckman, who was now on her 
knees beside the young oflScer's couch, applying a frtwh 
bandage to his wounded arm. 

He had been shot through the left arm, and the bullet 
liad penetrated the side, so that at first he had been sup- 
posed to be mortally wounded, but after all no vital part 
bad proved to be injured, and he had been one of the 
first to revive under the care of doctors and nurses, and 
to find spirits and strength for talk. Killian was lying 
insensible a little way ofi^ and Franzje was surprised to 
find how anxiously her heart turned to him even while 
she was busied with other sufferers, and how compara- 
tively indifferent to her was Mr. V^/vian's renewed cor- 
diality. It was not that she was the least in love with 
her old playmate, but that the sort of sisterly affection 
she had for him was deeply rooted, and made her feel 
almost as she might have felt if Evert had been in the 
same sad case ; whereas her girlish fancy for Mr. Yy vian 
had been a transient thing, which his own unworthiness 
had gone far to blight, and which had well-nigh faded 
into insignificance since the great black cloud of sorrow 
had swept over her life. She was a tender ministrant 
to the wounded man, but the tenderness was more a part 
of her womanliness than the result of any individual 
feeling for him ; it was not even quickened by the sense 
of returning good for evil. She had ceased to think 
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his seeming fickleness an evil, and had almost forgotten 
that she had anything to forgive. 

When she moved away from him, and went to get 
some water for some thirst-stricken patients whose 
couches were opposite his, he managed to raise himself a 
little on his right arm and watched her. How quickly 
and noiselessly she passed up and down the pathway 
which had heen left between the double row of beds, 
with what unconscious grace she stooped to bring the 
refreshing draught to a level with the sufferer's lips 1 Her 
bright hair was partially covered by a small round cap, 
often worn by young girls at Albany ; and instead of the 
smart chatelaine that she used to wear by her side, she 
had a large white dimity pocket, such as Dutch house- 
wives delight in, containing linen aud scissors and other 
things that were likely to be needed for her present task ; 
her dress was black — was it worn for the Dominie ? he 
wondered — and short enough to show the pretty feet 
cased in grey stockings and black shoes with silver 
buckles. It was not a very elegant costume, but it gave 
a touch of conventualism to her beauty, which harmonized 
well with the surrounding circumstances ; except for the 
silver buckles, it might have been the dress of a soeur- 
de-charite. He went on watching her ; and she became 
aware at last of the intense gaze of the dark, brilliant 
eyes — which looked all the deeper and blacker from being 
set in such a white face — and came back to him to see if 
he wanted anything. 

" Let me smooth the pillow, that you may lie down 
again," she said ; " the doctor wished you to keep as still 
as possible." 

He let his arm fall by his side, and leant back his head 
obediently, and turned up his eyes in a droUy pathetic 
way to the raftered roof. 
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''There's nothing to see when one lies on one's back 
this way," he grumbled ; " where's all the hay gone that 
used to be in the open. loft up there) " 

" It is made into beds, all of it that was left from the 
winter." 

'' And that was some of Madame's best damask that 
you wrapped round my arm just now, wasn't it 1 and the 
man she is feeding with a spoon over there, is that scoun- 
drel Lee, who victualled his men at her expense the other 
day, without so much as saying, * By your leave.' Well, 
there is something in finding oneself among Christians 
after a battle, instead of falling among thieves. Have you 
heard the number of killed and wounded yet 1 " 

'' More than two thousand, they think," she answered, 
fearful that she was giving him a shock ; but finding that 
he bore it very philosophically, she added, " Do you 
know about Lord Howe, or was that after you were 
wounded 1 " 

** Killed, isn't hel Shot in the back. I heard them 
telling the news just before I swooned. He was a fine 
fellow, though he did commit the affectation of sleeping 
in a tent and cutting his hair short, and wearing a soldier's 
old coat, as a rebuke to Sybarites like me." 

" He was a true soldier," said Franzje, fervently, as she 
turned to go. 

" Did you know him 1 " was the answer, in an eager, 
jealous tone ; — "a little of that water, please, before yoa 
leave me.— He used to visit at the Flats, didn't he, when 
he was encamped close by here a few weeks ago 1 " 

" Yes ; but I never met him here, though I have seen 
him pass in the city." 

'* And was he not seduced into joining any of the city 
tea-parties % I suppose the Dominie's accusing shade does 
not frown upon feeble gaieties of that sort, though all 
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6uch wicked pastimes as t<^« introduced have been com- 
pletely forsworn, I am told." 

A strange thrill passed through the girl at that light 
mention of the Dominie ; but she held the cup quietly 
to her patient's lips as she replied, '' I do not know much 
of what goes on, it has not been a time for thinking of 
pleasure lately." 

" And you have not married young Barentse yet ? " he 
asked, taking little sips between the words as a device to 
prevent her leaving him. 

She turned her head in the direction of Killian's inani- 
mate form, over which a surgeon was anxiously bending.. 
** He is either dead or dying," she answered, in a tone of 
sad rebuke. 

The young officer gave a start which made her tremble 
for his wound. ** You don't mean to say he was in the 
action 1 Has he joined the army, then 1 " 

^* Yes ; he volunteered this spring." 

•* Driven thereto by your cruelty 1 " was the further 
question, in a strangely exultant tone. 

She might have denied his right to ask, but instead of 
the grand look of insulted dignity which he expected, 
there came a sudden rush of colour, and a crushed, self- 
accusing droop of the stately little head. '^ I do harm to 
everyone," she murmured, as if the confession were made 
to herself rather than to him. 

" It is not the first time that beauty has proved fatal ; 
but such harm as you have done me. Mademoiselle, you 
are making up for now. It is not the time and place to 
say more ; but some day, perhaps, you will let me plead 
my cause again." 

She started away from him now, her colour deepening, 
her eyes flashing. "You are forgetting Engeltje," she 
said. 
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To her amazement he began to laugh. 

** No, that won't do," he said, checking himself as a 
spasm of pain crossed his face ; ** to langh in the present 
condition of my side is simple agony ; hut, Mademoiselle, 
vou are really too amusing. So you thought those kisses 
of the hand were real inconstancy ? I flattered myself 
you knew me better." 

She was standing up straight now beside his couch, and 
she twined her hands together, and looked down at him 
with a strange, earnest, intensified e^cpression, the mean- 
ing of which he tried vainly to unravel. She could not 
be cruel to a man in bodily torture ; but if she had let 
herself speak she must have said, ** I know you now, and • 
I despise you from my soul, and I despise myself for ever 
having cared for you 1 " 

The emotion passed ; in another minute she said gently, 
with the staid manner of a real nurse, " You have talked 
too much ; I am going to leave you, but I will come back 
presently, and see if you want anything." 

And then she went away and joined the doctor, who 
was trying to force some brandy between Killian's lips. 

** Are you his sister 1 " he said, looking up at her with 
a quick, scrutinizing glance. He was an army surgeon, 
and knew nothing about her. 

** No, he has none," she answered ; " but I have known 
him all my life, and will do anything in my power for 
him." 

" Then I give him into your charge ; he is not dead, 
and as we have extracted the ball successfully he may 
possibly recover, but the chance is slight. Much will 
depend on you." And in a clear though rapid tone he 
proceeded to give her full instructions as to what she was 
to do. '* I had thoughts of asking Madame to see to him, 
but she has her hands full already." 
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** I will do my best," said Franzje, humbly, but reso- 
lutely. And then, as the doctor turned to leave her, she 
added, "Will you tell the officer in the fifth bed from 
this that I cannot come back to him as I promised, and 
will you ask one of the other nurses to see to him ? " 

The surgeon scanned the occupants of the beds, and 
as his eye lit on Mr. Vyvian, he said, hastily, " The man 
with the arm ! Oh, he'll do. His impudence will' carry 
him through. He would like to have all the pretty 
nurses at his beck, but they've other people to think of, 
fortunately." 

So they apparently had, for Eussell lay and grumbled 
to himself unnoticed through the remainder of the hot 
afternoon, till at last a very ugly old negress came to him 
with some tea. Now and then he raised himself on his 
right arm again, and watched Franzje, who was neces- 
sarily absorbed with Killian ; but he could not see her 
very well because of the intervening beds, and pain soon 
forced him to resume his recumbent position. What a 
bore it was that she had taken that idea into her head 
about Engeltje, a silly little thing for whom he had never 
cared a straw ! What dreadfully downright people those 
Albanians were, that they couldn't understand how natu- 
ral it was for a man to make violent love to one girl just 
by way of piquing another ! As for Engeltje herself, he 
did not give a thought to her : he only reviewed his past 
conduct with reference to Franzje ; trying again and again 
to fathom the meaning of that strange fixed gaze of hers, 
which seemed to say so much and yet to leave so much 
unsaid. It was not love, nor even the anger or jealousy 
sometimes born of love, which had looked out of those 
marvellous eyes ; was it, could it have been, scorn ? His 
whole nature writhed at the thought. A little country- 
bred Dutch girl to despise him ? a simple soul like 

X 
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Franzje's to read his through, and turn from it with dis- 
dain ! Imposaihle, horrible ! His self-complacency turned 
away from the notion, and deliberately refused to admit 
it. Only the year before she had hung upon his. words, 
and greeted each witty sally with— oh, such innocent, 
bright appreciation; never could he forget the proud 
glory of the smile which had lit her face the night that 
he had kissed her. And even when the absurd scruples 
inspired by the Dominie had led her to refuse him, there 
had been no contempt in her manner ; she had been calm 
and dignified, but with a sort of heart-broken calmness 
which had given him a very comfortable notion — com- 
fortable to his self-love and his disappointed, irritated 
feelings — of the suffering to which she was condemning 
herself in thus parting from him. Was it possible that 
his hasty meaningless flirtation with another had sufficed 
to change her whole feeling towards him, and that now, 
when the Dominie was dead, and his other rival likely to 
be disposed of in the same manner, and everything seemed 
so favourable for the renewal of his suit, a new and hope- 
less obstacle would be found to it in the shape of her 
repugnance ? 

" Now that the Dominie was dead," he said that to 
himself so complacently, little guessing that the dead 
pastor was a far more powerful adversary than the living 
one had ever been. That, little episode with regard to 
Engeltje, on which his thoughts dwelt so persistently, 
might possibly have been explained and forgiven had 
Franzje been the Frdnzje of his first acquaintance ; but 
between her and the past, between her present self and 
the old self that had sought pleasure and novelty, and 
given up its heart in a sort of infatuation to the hand- 
some, flattering, entertaining stranger, there lay a barrier 
never to be overpassed, a barrier formed by a grave. In 
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the old days she had dreamed a pleasant dream, she had 
gone her own way, and enjoyed herself, and thought no 
harm ; but the shock of the Dominie's departure had 
sufficed to rouse her, and his death had brought so entire 
a waking, that it was not possible for her ever to sink 
down and dream that dream again. Henceforth her life 
must be lived on lonely heights — ^lonely as regarded this 
world's companionship ; the heart that was brimful of 
passionate penitence, of high resolve, of infinite yearning 
towards the future, had no longer in it any capacity -for 
such love as Russell Vyvian wanted. She had helped to 
wreck a noble life by falling under the spell of an ignoble 
fascination ; how could she ever yield to it again even 
for a single moment ? As she stood beside Eussell, look- 
ing down at him, she had felt as if she almost hated 
him, not for any one fault or failing of his, but because 
he had once bewitched her into loving him. 

But as she kept her unwearied watch by Killian's 
couch, all feelings of hate and scorn died utterly away, 
or were turned only against herself; and her thoughts 
shaped themselves into prayers, and her whole heart was 
filled with an unutterable longing to save his life even at 
the expense of her own. She did not reck of her own 
fatigue, nor count the slow hours as they passed away ; 
when her untiring efforts were rewarded by a faint move- 
ment of the eyelids and a deeply -drawn breath, she 
almost cried out aloud with joy and gratitude. Hope 
brightened her task after that, and she had no idea how 
late in the evening it was when Madame Schuyler came 
to her, and said, " My child, you must go to the house 
and get some supper. I will stay here till you come 
back." 

Franzje's face was almost as white as her little cap, but 
she looked up beamingly as she said, " He has opened 

X 2 
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his ejes once or twice, dear Aunt; I do not think he 
knows me ; but still, is it not a good sign t and see how 
much better he breathes." 

" Yes, and he does not look nearly so like death. My 
patient is better, too, and has Mien asleep. God be 
thanked for all His goodness! And now go, my dear 
little maid, or your strength will be quite spent." 

Franzje heard, but did not move ; she could not care 
for rest or food, while the life still hung npon a thread 
which the had helped to send into peril ; but Madame 
was wise enough to insist upon obedience, and then, half 
ashamed, the girl rose up, scarcely able to stand at first 
for stiffness and weariness. 

"I will not waste any more time," she said, as she 
moved away, " I will come back quickly ; " but she could 
not pass Mr. Vyvian without looking at him, and the 
reproach in his eyes made her pause for a moment. 

^ You knew that I did not come back because I could 
not t " she asked, gently. 

'^ I saw you had a more interesting case ; is he better T' 
was the reply, in languid tones. 

" There is just a hope of life now. I am going to the 
house for a few minutes. Can I do anything for you. 
before I go f" 

Oh yes ! lie wanted his pillow made more comfortable, 
he wanted something to drink, he wanted various things, 
possible and impossible. He seemed to take a seliish 
pleasure in detaining her ; perhaps the imperfect light, 
and his own weakness, hindered him from seeing plainly 
the weariness and exhaustion written on the fair wan 
fiice. And she was too generous to betray it even by a 
sigh. 

When at length she joined Catalina and Maria Cuyler 
at the 8UDper which they had by this time nearly finished. 
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it was only by force that she could make herself eat any- 
thing ; and, as she hurried back to Killian, she glanced 
rather nervously towards his rival's pallet, almost dread- 
ing the fresh demands that might be made upon her. 
But the services she had rendered him had really helped 
him to greater ease, and he was asleep. 

So she was free to resume her watch beside her child- 
hood's friend, free to think her own thoughts, and to con- 
secrate herself by fresh resolves to the life of self-sacrifice 
of which this was the beginning. . " It will not do for me 
to be tired, or to mind anything," she said. " Now, I 
know what it is to be thankful for health and strength. 
Were they not given me to give back to Him ? " 

There came floating through her mind once more that 
glorious sense of living for One who is Love itself, and 
who accepts even the poorest oblations of loving hearts, 
which had come to her so vividly on the Easter Day fol- 
lowing the Dominie's departure, and which her uncle's 
words had revived within her, when it had seemed to 
perish, grief-stricken, in the shock of the Dominie's 
death. It was sad to look back at the past, with its 
poor little happinesses that had faded, and its little 
foolish mistakes that had wrought such disproportionate 
harm ; but she was not afraid to look forward, though 
she knew not what the future might hold for her of 
trial and effort, or what the offering up of self might in- 
volve. It was the second night she had kept vigil, and 
already the fresh young bloom had left her cheek ; but 
she felt strong even in her weariness, and when the sur- 
geon made his night round, and banished Catalina Cuyler 
as evidently over-done, he did not banish Aer, though he 
shook his head a little over her, and said, " This must not 
go on." 

Killian was reviving wonderfully, but the doctor did 
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not seem very hopeful about him ; perhaps he thought it 
the flickering up which often comes before death. As 
he hung over the couch, lamp in hand, Rillian looked 
at him fixedly, and said, in a faint voice, "I don't 
know you ;*' and then his gaze turned to the sweet face 
of the nurse, and his bright gleam of recognition showed 
at once that he knew hevy and was glad to have her near 
him. 

He appeared to doze for a while after this, but when he 
woke, though the doctor and his lamp were gone, and the 
light but dim, he seemed to know that it was Franzje who 
was watching beside him, and contentedly took some food 
from her hand, with his great hollow eyes fixed upon 
her all the time, full of that dumb yearning which she 
had often seen in them before, though never under such 
pathetic circumstances. 

" You have loved me a little^ haven't you, Frange ? " he 
said presently, in the low whisper which she was obliged 
to bend down to hear. 

" More than a little," she answered, with the frank 
tenderness from which ho had sometimes almost shrunk, 
but which was soothing now in his utter weakness, when 
all life's passionate hopes and longings were fading away. 
** Dear Killian, don't try to talk ; let me feed you ; I want 
to bring back your strength, if I can." 

" It does not matter much," he said, after a minute's 
silence, '^ as I am not going to live ; but if I had not had 
this fatal wound don't you think I might have won at 
last ; don't you think you might have married me ] " 

She did not instantly reply, but raised herself up and 
gazed out into the dim distance, reading as in a vision 
the story of what might have been. She saw that it 
was possible ; that if he could have lived, his patient 
persistence might at length have wrought upon her; 
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that through her pity, through her dread of making 
others suffer, through her growing spirit of self-sacri- 
fice, she might have been led to give herself to him, 
spite of the deep reluctance at her heart. An involun- 
tary shudder passed over her, but she controlled it, and 
answered gently, '* I think you might have won, as you 
say j but, dear Killian, is it not harder to have a thing 
and find it not worth the winning, than to put it by alto- 
gether 7 Do you remember the address that our Dominie 
gave at Mina Eenselaer's wedding, and what a beautiful, 
holy, noble thing it made marriage to be? Could we 
either of us be content with anything short of that ) Is 
it not better to be brother and sister always, than to play 
at something else which God never meant for us two ) " 

" You were ready to play at it with the Englishman,'' 
said Killian, in his hoarse, faint tones. 

It was the most bitter and the least generous speech 
that she had ever heard from him, but it caiue out of a 
deep heart-wound, and she could not resent it. 

"That was earnest while it lasted,'* she said, with 
quivering lips and soft pleading accents, too humbled 
by the consciousness of having mistaken the false for the 
true, to attempt any other defence. 

" While it lasted ! then it is over now ; you are not 
going to mftrry the Englishman after I am deail ) " 

He little thought that his rival lay so close to him, and 
did not guess why she turned her head aside with a startled 
involuntary glance as she answered, " Never ! whether 
you live or die ; but, Killian, hush—" 

She wished to draw his thoughts away from her and to 
himself, but he interrupted her. "Then, Framge, my 
sister, if you will have it so, and my one dear love, 
what is your future to be like? I cannot bear the 
thought of leaving you to a lonely, dreary life." 
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Even in that great, feebly lighted place, and to his dim 
uncertain gaze, the sndden radiance that transfigured her 
could not pass invisible. 

"Not lonely," she said, " not dreary either, spite of all 
that has come and gone. God and my work here, God 
and my rest there; the day coming when the sea will 
give up its dead ! Killian, I can hope and I can wait ; 
only pray for me that I may persevere, that I may not fall 
away." 

" And does your heart never droop t " he questioned ; 
" do you never wish that you were as near death as I am 
now?" 

" Yes, I know what you mean," she answered, " and 
almost I could wish that I might creep into the grave with 
you — perhaps I should then know where his grave is.'' 

Her head was thrown back as if listening — she seemed 
to hear the plash of the Atlantic wave upon that undis- 
tinguished spot. 

'^ But oh ! I can wait^" she said again, with brave lips 
that would not let themselves quiver ; " and Killian, God 
may yet have work for you. ' Do not let us throw away 
your chance of life by this agitating talk. Do you re- 
member the prayer that the Dominie taught us when we 
were little children standing at his knee — ' that we might 
glorify God by our lives or by our deaths ''I I only 
thought then what long words there were in it, but I 
have loved it since. Let me say it for us both now ; and 
then try to sleep once more — I shall be close beside you 
all the time." 

He did not attempt to speak when the softly murmured 
prayer was ended, only took possession of her right hand 
with his feeble fingers, and at length dropped off to sleep 
still keeping it locked in his. 

He was wounded almost to the death, and as weak as a 
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child ; but his heart was not so sore within him as when 
he had rushed away to the war in sudden anger and dis- 
gust. He felt now, with more absolute conviction than 
ever before, that Franzje could never be his even if he 
lived, that it wciuld not be right to tempt her to do 
through pity what she would never do of love and free- 
will ; but yet the distance between them did not seem so 
hopeless, nor the sisterly affection she proffered him so 
utter a mockery ; bride or not, she was, in a certain sense, 
his after all, for were they not both God's 1 

" If I live," he said to himself, " I will try to work for 
God, and hope and wait as she does ; it is living for self 
that has made life bitter. Thank God for having showed 
me that, in time at least to repent of it." 

Ah! could the Dominie have seen them that night, 
these two young, souls whom he had taught aud guided, 
and fired with that divine ambition which may smoulder 
for a while but which rarely dies out, would he have still 
believed that he had *' spent his strength for naught," that 
he had cast his nets in vain ? He had gone forth iu 
despair, believing that Franzje was utterly given over to 
vanity, that Killian had lost in a passionate earthly aim 
the bright purpose of his boyhood ; and behold, the clear 
eyes of angels had seen that the heavenly love still 
burned in the young hearts, and an unseen Hand had 
drawn them back to the path of single-minded devotion, 
with spirits quickened by the earnest repenting that had 
come out of their brief mistakes. 

The short-sightedness of human judgment, of human 
despair ! volumes might be written upon it, but wa shall 
never know it fully till we stand face to face with " the 
God of Hope," and have learnt from Him who is Love 
the deep charity which *^ believeth all things, hopeth all 
things, endureth all things." 
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And Killian did not die. Spite of all he had gone 
throughf spite of the surgeon's prognostications, spite of 
that agitating talk which Franzje blamed herself for per- 
mitting, he struggled back to life, and was good Madame 
Schuyler's pet and pride and triumph throughout the 
weary time of his recoyery. 

** I do not belieTe he has been saved for nothin^^" she 
said one day to Dr. Ogilvie, who frequently visited the 
wounded, and read and prayed among them. '-Our 
Dominie always thought so much of that lad ; and lie 
will not make the worse minister for his little touch of 
soldiering. The state of his right arm disables him from 
further service in that way, but I tell him he will yet do 
hia country good service in other ways ; and I think as 
soon as he is well enough he will go somewhere to study 
for the ministry. He has set his heart on being a Mis- 
sionary to the Indians, like our good Mend Mr. Stuart, 
and my little Franzje encourages him with all her might. 
She may well have a voice in the disposal of his life, 
since it was she who helped to save it." 

Eussell Vyvian — ^a captain now, through the severe 
losses which his regiment had sustained in the late action 
— ^was one of the first to recover from his wounds and to 
leave the temporary hospital, which had afforded him so 
timely a shelter. He spent about a week in Madame's 
summer mansion before rejoining the army ; and during 
that week he was constantly seeking opportunities for a 
tUe-drt^te with Franzje ; but there was no corresponding 
anxiety for it on her side, and she was still too much 
occupied with her duties as a nurse to have a great deal 
of time or thought to spare for other things. One sultry 
eveniDg, however, Madame Schuyler, seeing her look 
white and wearied, peremptorily insisted on her taking 
a stroll by the river-bank ; and there, in a shady spot. 
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not far from the Flats, ofhe came upon Captain Vyvian 
seated on the grass, leisurely contemplating the scene 
before him. 

*^ Look, Mademoiselle," he said, rising, and lifting his 
hat with languid grace, "is it not lovely?" 

So lovely it was, that she could not but turn and gaze, 
forgetting him and herself and her weeks of toil in a 
momentary sense of exquisite delight. 

The river, more than a mile broad at this place, reflected 
the pine-crowned hills opposite on its shining surface ; 
and not far from the bank lay a beautiful little fertile 
island crested by tall graceful sycamores, and friuged by 
bending osiers and weeping-willows whose branches 
dropped lovingly into the water. Hundreds of white 
divers were sporting around it; and on a long narrow 
sand-bank which stretched out at one end stood a quaint 
row of larger birds, bald-headed eagles, herons, and 
ospreys, busily engaged in fishing for perch, while around 
them swam a crowd of saw-bill ducks with scarlet heads, 
which glowed and gleamed in the sunshine. The sky 
above was deep cloudlees blue, and a soft lazy stillness 
rested upon the land, where the day's work was done, 
and orchards and corn-fields lay basking in the golden 
light, with not a sound proceeding from them save the 
ceaseless chirp of insects. , 

It was all so bright and full of fruitful life, and yet so 
silent, that Franzje felt her heart swell with an undefined 
emotion, which seemed to need utterance, but for which 
she could find no intelligible words. Captain Yyvian 
was the first to speak. 

** It reminds me somehow of that day when we watched 
the waterfall together. You began by only enduring my 
company then, yet we parted good friends, I think. Do 
you remember how it dawned upon you for the first time 
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that plays were meant to be acted, and what bright 6*6811 
interest you took in my schemes? You have learnt to 
think it all very wicked since then, I fear." 

" I don't think it need be wicked," she answered, look- 
ing down. 

" You don't condemn amusements wholesale, like your 
worthy Dominie 1 Well, that is something. Mademoi- 
selle, may I not hope that some of the narrow rules by 
which he bound you have ceased to be in force now that 
he is dead 1 " There was no response in her face ; and 
he went on hurriedly, " Do not think that I expect you 
to feel, as I feel, what a deliverance from bondage you 
have had. I dare say you cherish his memory with 
tender gratitude ; and it is very natural, and very charm- 
ing ; but ajj time goes on you will realize your emancipa- 
tion." 

" Do you mean that I shall become unfaithful 1 " she 
said, with her face lifted, and the large beauty of her eyes 
turned full upon him. 

" Unfaithful to what 1 To narrow-minded traditions, 
which were never meant to fetter souls like yours 1 Yes, 
I fervently hope so ; but be faithful, I beseech you, to 
your own sweet self, to the self which allowed me to love 
you, which returned my love — that self whose image I 
kept enshrined in my soul through all the weary months 
that we were parted. You dread your father's opposition, 
.no doubt ; but trust me to overcome it. I do not believe 
lie has the power to part us ; the one real obstacle has 
been taken out of the way." 

As he uttered the last words, the face which just before 
had been so tender and beseeching wore for an instant 
that dark vengeful look which she had seen on it the 
night when he had said to her, " I kate whatever comes 
between me and the objects on which I set my heart;*' 
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and she knew, as clearly as if he had spoken his thoughts 
aloud, that his hatred reached heyond the grave, and that 
the deepest sorrow of her life was to him a cause of re- 
joicing, of selfish triumph. 

Where was the love of which he had spoken — that love 
of hers for him 1 Dead, and he had slain it ; and this 
was the final stroke. But it was not horror, or scorn, or 
indignation, which looked out of her eyes now, only an 
intense pity — a wonder and compassion so deep, that un- 
awares it smote him to the heart. 

** How shall I make you understand 1 " she said, as she 
had said once before, but with a more earnest trouble in 
her voice. " It was for no selfish ends of his own that the 
Dominie wished to part me from you ; it was because it 
would not have been right for me to marry you. I did 
not comprehend his reasons then, but I think I do now; 
and once more I ask you to forgive me, Sir, for having in 
any way misled you." 

" You mean that he thought me not worthy of you 1 
I do not blame him for that ; no man is fit to mate with 
an angel Yes ; do not shrink away from me ; this is not 
the language of flattery. I have not a very high opinion 
of human nature in general ; but I believe that here and 
there upon the earth may be found souls as spotless as the 
heavens above us, and I 'believe that yours is one of 
them." 

"It only shows that you do not know me," she an- 
swered, as a burning blush overspread her face. " And 
indeed, Sir, you must not fancy that the Dominie thought 
me good ; it was not that But he knew that I had been 
taught the way to become so — that God had given me 
the longing to live for Him, and that it was unfaithful- 
ness in me to give a place in my heart to anything which 
might lead me away from Him." 



318 ^ominu (jfrtglhij^rattstn. 

" Then he wished to make you a sort of nun, in fact," 
said Bussell, with the sneering thought, which fortunately 
he did not utter, that this was the kind of dog-in-the- 
manger policy which clerical despots in all ages have heen 
apt to follow ; hut Franzje shook her head. A marriage 
" in the Lord," a holy union of hearts upheld hy mutual 
love, inspired hy the same faith, and struggling towards 
the some hlessed end — this was the ideal which had heen 
set hefore her from her childhood up. The Dominie's 
ascetic turn of mind had made him content to lead a single 
life, hut he had never sought to induce anyone hut Killian 
to follow his example in this respect, and Franzje, like 
every other maiden in Albany, had heen taught to look 
forward to marriage as her rightful destiny. That she no 
longer looked forward to it was more Captain Vyvian's 
fault than the Dominie's, though he did not know it. 

" I do not pretend to he what M. Jansen calls a true 
believer," he said ; " but I can respect the belief of others. 
Do not fancy that in wedding me you would expose your- 
self to mockery or to persecution ; I vow there is not a 
woman living more honoured or more happy than you 
should be as my wife. Franzje ! if you loved me you 
would trust me and try me ! Why will you not V* 

She put her hand up to her head, as if his vehemence 
stunned her ; and he saw her lips quiver as she tried to 
speak. How could she tell him the hard truth that she 
loved him no longer ? she ! to whom it was so sore and 
bitter to wound anyone. 

** I cannot 1" she said ; " I have no love of that kind 
to give now, and I do not think the sort of happiness you 
speak of is meant for me ; but you, Sir, will be happy, I 
trust, and some day, perhaps, the joy of belief will come 
to you. I will pray that it may." 

It was strange how her words carried conviction with 



$8 i}it Slifer Silrt. 319 

them, the very simplicity of her manner helping to give 
them reality. All his protestations and entreaties seemed 
to die away unspoken after that one steadfast ^' I cannot." 

She held out her hand as if to hid him farewell ; hut 
just then the rattle of wheels was heard on the high road, 
which swept along close hehind them, only a few yards 
further from the river's edge, and turning, they saw one 
of the quaint little carriages of the country, with Evert 
and Engeltje sitting therein. 

Evert drew rein when he perceived them, with an eager 
" Eranzje ! " while little Engelt looked from one to the 
other with anxious, douhtful, frightened eyes, that said, 
as plainly as eyes could speak, " So you two have come 
together again — then perhaps I am only intruding. Do 
not mind ahout poor foolish me." 

Captain Vy vian merely lifted his hat without approach- 
ing, and could scarcely conceal his annoyance at the inter- 
ruption ; hut Franzje went close up to the carriage, and 
kissed her little friend. *^ Dear Engelt," she said fondly, 
" it seems years since I saw you ! " 

" Mother sent me to see when you are coming home, 
Frank," said Evert. "She gets fidgety ahout you some- 
times, though Uncle Jan always comforts her, and says, 
* The child will come to no harm ; she is doing a good 
work, and He Who put it into her heart will take care of 
her.* There is a report that a fresh pastor is coming out 
to us from Holland, so that has diverted her mind a little, 
and she doesn't miss you quite so much as she would if 
Engelt were not so constantly with us ; " and he looked 
down at the pretty creature heside him with a gallant 
appreciative air, which augured favourably for the fulfil- 
ment of Madame Eyckman's wishes regarding her son's 
destiny. 

** It is very good of Engelt ; and you must tell Mother 
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tliat I hope to be home in about another week, as nurses 
will not be so much needed then. Captain Yyvian was 
one of Madame's patients, and you see he is already about 
again." 

She turned a little to where EusseU stood gloomily 
flicking his boot with his little cane, and looking at none 
of them ; his left arm was still in a sling, and he was 
rather pale, but otherwise he was quite his own handsome 
distinguished self. Engelt smothered a little sigh as her 
gaze followed Franzje's ; it was a blow to have to give 
up all thoughts of so grand a gentleman, but no doubt 
he was too grand for her. Once face to face again with 
Franzje's loveliness, how could he have eyes or thoughts 
to spare for a poor little thing like herself ) She drew a 
little nearer to Evert, as if he were her chosen consoler 
and protector; and, lad though he was, he could bear 
comparison even with Captain Vyviaii, as far as physical 
beauty and pride of bearing went. No doubt his figure 
was rather clumsy, and his grey frieze coat not so be- 
coming as uniform, but what of that? Engeltje was not 
very critical ; he was so kind to her, and he had never 
cared for anybody else, and there was no danger of his 
forgetting her, even if he should go away to the war. 

" Aunt Schuyler has sent me out for a ramble ; won't 
you put up the horse at the Flats, and come and take a 
stroll with me 1 " Franzje said to them both ; and Evert 
caught at the idea, and asked if he should drop Engeltje 
then and there, and come back to her when he had dis- 
posed of his vehicle. 

But little Engelt protested against this arrangement ; 
and as they drove off to the house together Franzje heard 
her say, " Oh ! don't leave me ; keep by me all the time, 
if we do go for a walk," and saw Evert bend his head 
down to her with a quick, impulsive movement, which 
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looked very much as if he were consoling her with a 
kiss. 

Evidently she had dreaded that Captain Vyvian would 
fonn one of the walking-party ; but Franzje had rightly 
judged that in inviting these two young companions she 
was giving him his dismissal. Best to part before she 
had wounded him any further ; they must go their several 
ways, and perhaps they might never meet again — but at 
least her prayers would follow him, for he had been dear 
to her once. 

Possibly that sense that it might be a final parting lent 
softness to her voice and glance as they stood together for 
a few brief minutes before the others returned. There 
was nothing to raise false hopes, nothing that he could 
construe into encouragement ; but there was a something 
that would make it impossible for him ever to look back 
with bitterness to her rejection of him. He was a proud 
man, and she had rejected him twice, and yet he lingered 
beside her, and found it hard to go. At lea^t he was not- 
leaving her to any rival; the one he had most feared 
slept under the waves, and the other was self -devoted to 
a career in which marriage could form no part. He was 
not even troubled by the thought of other suitors, actual 
or possible ; it did not enter his head now to taunt her 
with predictions of one day finding her the bride of 
"some comfortable Dutchman." He saw that she had 
found her vocation ; and a dim perception came over him 
that she would be happy in it — not with the tame con- 
tent which he had seen and despised in some of ner 
worthy townsfolk, but with the intenser happiness which 
belongs to hearts that " love and will strongly," and 
yet have leamt to beat responsive to that Divine Love 
and Will, in ha,rmony with Which is their only true 
life. 

y 
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Not till he saw the two young figures comiug down the 
pathway from the Flats did he turn to leave her, and 
then he sent one swift glance out at the beautiful, shining 
river, and up at the blue sky arching over it, before he 
took his last look at the perfect face which had been the 
one bright yision of his dreams ever since he had first 
known her. A strange thought came to him — ^to him, 
stained with vice, and practically almost an unbeliever — 
that he should see her again in Heaven, a presentiment 
perhaps of better things to come. And ever afterwards 
there lived before him that image of her as she stood 
by the river-side, with her hood thrown back, and all 
the glory of the sunlight falling on her fiaxen hair, on 
the pure, wide brow, and the parted lips, and the beauti- 
ful, calm, regretful eyes. It is something for a bad man 
to have loved worthily ; it is much if this love have given 
him a sense of his own unworthiness. As Eussell Vy vian 
stood and looked at her for the last time, he recognized 
all at once — without anger, without rebellion even, for 
the moment — that he had lost her by his own fault, that 
the Dominie had done well— ay, very well, in severing 
her from such an one as he. It was the beginning of 
conviction— conviction which might be smothered for a 
while, but would work its work some day, all unknown 
to Franzje, but not unknown to the good mother in Eng- 
land, to whom alone the story of the love of his youth 
would ever be told. 

" Farewell, then," he said ; only just those words ; and 
she answered nothing but " Farewell ; " and they heard 
the' soft plashes of the divers in the river, and the whirr- 
ing of an eagle's wings as it rose up into the sky, and 
slowly the clasp of the hands was loosed, and she was 
alone. Alone — alone always, in one sense, and yet not 
lonely. Oh, how sweetly the river flowed, in the still- 
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ness and sunshine, reflecting not only the steep, ragged 
hills behind it, but the broad, blue heavens above ! Oh, 
how peacefully life flows on in the light of God's love, 
even though shadows from a painfal past may cross it 
now and then ! 



THE END. 
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Yicar of Blackmoor, Hants ; and sometime Student of Christ 
Church, Oxford. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, red 
edges, 5s 

" The aathor te probably known to many of oar readers by a volame of 8er- 
monjB, favourably noticed in the 'Onardian,' which is, like this, devoted to the 
complete development and consideration of one important subject. He now 
addresses a less general audience, those who are in earnest striving to 'make 
up for lost time,' and find their path beset with unforeseen obstructions. He 
assumes that the secret trials of the Christian life are felt, and the hindrances 
which arise from them deplored ; and he offers here Just that instruction as to 
their origin and nature, and the 'way of escape' from them, which is most 
helpfhl, and, at the same time, most consoling in the hour of need, distress, or 
peril. The work is ftiU and searching, and has a pervading manliness of tone 
and sentiment, which is preserved even when the immediate aim is to soothe 
or win."— rAe Guardian. 

JELF (Eev. G. E) make UP FOE LOST TIME: 

A Course of Sermons. Second Edition, crown 8vo, cloth, red 
edges, 48. 

"These twenty sermons are a worthy filial tribute, by a worthy son to a 
worthy father, and we do not doubt that Dr. Jelf wisely and correctly thought 
(as his son says in the dedication) that they would prove of some * help to a 
troubled soul' We can rocommend them safely to souls either troubled or at 

JELF (Rev. G. E.) HOW DOES THE CHURCH 

HELP US TO LIVE ACCORDING TO THE RULE OF 
THE GOSPEL ? A Paper read before the Clergy of the Rural 
Deanery of Alton, December 2, 1878. Published by request. 
Crown 8vo, 6rf. 

JELF (Rev. G. E.) OUR TREASURE OF LIGHT: 

Eight Addresses delivered at St Michael's, Highgate, during 
' the London Mission of 1874. Published by request Fcap. 
8yo, cloth. Is. Qd, 

JELF (Rev. G. E.) BLESSINGS FROM THOSE 

W£ BLESS : Woids of Counsel chiefly for Masters and Men, 
spoken at a Festival of the National Deposit Friendly Society. 
18mo, 2d., or lis. per 100. 

JELF (Rev. G. E.) THE UNION OF BISHOPS 

AND PRESBYTERS A DIVINE SAFEGUARD FOR THE 
CHRISTIAN LAITY. An Appeal to Holy Writ. 8vo, M. 

JELF (Rev. G. E.) THE CURE OF SOULS: Its 

Responsibilities and its Limits. A Paper read before the 
Clergy of the Rural Deanery of Alton, October 22, 1874. 



MOZLEY AND SMITH, 
6, PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON. 



EIDLEY (Rev. W. H.) SERMONS IN PLAIN 

LANGUAGE, adapted to the Poor. By the Rey. W. H. 
Ridley, M.A., Rector of Hambleden, Bucks. Fifth Edition, 
fcap. Svo, cloth limp, 28» ; cloth boards, 28, 6d, 

By the same AiUhor, 

THE HOLY COMMUNION: Its Nature and 

Benefits. With an Explanation of what is required of them 
who come to the Table of the Lord. Cheap Edition, cloth 
limp, 7d., or 24 copies for 12s, ; Fine Edition, cloth, red 
edges, Is. ; roan, 1^. 6d. ; Persian morocco, with cross, 2^. ; 
morocco, 3^. 

A PLAIN TRACT ON CONFIRMATION, Explain- 
ing THE Two Parts of that Holy Ordinance. 2d., or 
14*. per ICO ; fine paper, with covers, 3rf. ; 12 for 28. 6d, 

A SECOND PLAIN TRACT ON CONFIRMA- 

TION. Fcap. Svo, Id, ; or 73. per 100. 

A PLAIN TRACT FOR THOSE WHO HAVE 

LATELY BEEN CONFIRMED. Id. ; or 7«. per 100. 

PREPARATION FOR WEEKLY COMMUNION : 

Being a Supplement to ** Holy Communion." 18mo, 2d, ; 12 
for 1*. 9c?. 
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6, PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON. 



ROBINSON (Ebv, W. P.) AIDS TO THE BETTER 

BECEPTION OF THE HOLY COMMUNION, suited to the 
. Use of Schoolboys ; with an Introdaction on Confirmation. 
Compiled and Arranged by the Rev. W. Perot Robinson, 
M. A., Warden of Trinity College, Glenalmond. 18mo, cloth 
boards, r^d edges, la. 



ROBINSON (Rev. W. P.) PRIVATE PRAYERS 

FOR THE USE OF SCHOOLBOYS. 18mo, cloth, Sd. 



ROBINSON (Rev. W. P.) DAILY SERVICES FOR 

THE USE OF PUBLIC SCHOOLS. With Introductory 
Notice by the Vdiy Rev. K M. Goulburn, -D.D., Dean of 
Norwich. 8vo, cloth boards, red edges. Is. 



EVENING BEST; OR, CLOSING THOUGHTS 

FOR EVERY DAY IN THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By the 
Author of " Morniug Light." Third Edition, pott Svo, cloth, 
red edges, 2s, 6d. ; calf limp, 58, ; morocco, extra, bevelled 
boards, 6^. 

A Cheap Edition, for Distribution, is now ready, I8mo, 
cloth limp, 1*., or Twelve for lOs. 
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